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PREFACE 

TO 

THE FIRST VOLUME. 



Wbxh an Aathor, by appearing in print, ra<|iietU 
in audience of the publick, and \b upon the point of 
ipeaking for himself, whoever preBumea to atep befixre 
him with a preface, and to MLy, '* Nay, bnt hear me 
ftit," ahonld have something worthy of attention to 
oiler, or he will be juatly deemed officiona and imper- 
tinent. The judicious reader haa, probably upon other 
occaaiona, been beforehand with me in thia reflection : 
and I am not very willing it should now be applied to 
me, however I may seem to expose myself to the dan- 
ger of it. But the thought of having my own name 
perpetoated in connexion with the name in the title 
page, is so pleasing and flattering to the feelinga of my 
heart, that I am content to risk something for the 
gratification. 

This Preface ia not designed to commend the Poems 
to which it is prefixed. My testimony would be in- 
anfficient for those who are not qualified to judge pro- 
perly Ibr themselves, and unnecessary to those who 
are. Besides, the reasons which render it VEu^fMi^wt 
and unaeemjfy for a man to celebrate Vda oNvxi^^iitilKKta- 
Moemi, or tho&e of his neoreat relativtm, 'wWWwJ^ '•k^^' 
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influenoe in suppressiiig much of what h 
wife wish to Miy in faTour of a friend, wl 
if indeed an alter idem, and excites ali 
emotions of senaibility and affection a 
himself. 

It ia very probable that these Poems i 
the hands of some persons, in whom th 
author's name will awaken a recoUectio 
and scenes, which, through length of tim 
most forgotten. They will be reminde 
was once the companion of their chof 
who set out with them in early life in th 
lead to literary honours, to influence ; 
with equal prospects of success. But he 
and powerfully withdrawn from those pi 
left them without regret ; yet not till he 
opportunity of counting the cost and of 
value of what he gave up. If happinec 
been found in classical attainments, in an 
in the exertions of wit, fancy, and geni 
esteem and converse of such persons ai 
qpects were most congenial with himself, 1 
been happy. But he was not — He wond 
•ands in a similar situation still do) that 1 
tinue dissatisfied, with all the mean 
oonducive to satisfaction within his reach 
time the cause of his disappointment w 
to htm ; he had lived without God in the 
BOinonble hour the wisdom which is froi 
•d hia heart. Then he felt himself a v 
then he found a guide. Upon this chanj 
change of plan and conduct followed of oc 
he mw the busy and tha gay wotVQl Vn \u 
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kft it with u little reluctance as a prisoner, when called 
to liberty, leaves his dungeon. Not that he became a 
Cjnick or an Ascetick — A heart filled with love to Ood 
will assuredly breathe benevolence to men. But the 
torn of his temper inclining him to rural lifb, he in- 
dulged it, and the Providence of God evidently prepar- 
ing his way and marking out his retreat, he retired 
into the country. By these steps the good hand of 
God, unknown to me, was providing for me one of the 
principal blessings of my life ; a friend and a counsellor, 
in whose company for almost seven years, though 
we were seldom seven successive waking hours sepa- 
rated, I always found new pleasure. A friend who was 
not only a comfort to myself, but a blessing to the af- 
feetionate poor people, among whom I then lived. 

Some time after inclination had thus removed him 
from the hurry and bustle of life, he was still more se* 
daded by a long indisposition, and my pleasure was 
lueeeeded by a proportionable degree of anxiety and 
eoneam. But a hope that the God whom he served 
would support him under his affliction, and at length 
TOuelMafe him a happy deliverance, never forsook me. 
The desirable crisis, I trust, is now nearly approaching. 
The dawn, the presage of returning day, b already ar- 
rived. He is again enabled to resume his pen, and 
KHDO of the first fruits of his recovery are here pre- 
MBted to the publick. In his principal subjects, the 
Mmo acumen, which distinguished him in the early 
ptriod of lift, is happily employed in illustrating and 
•olbieiBg the truths of which he received such deep and 
ttaUenbla impfessions in his maturer years. Hia ml- 
tiiti if ii mi^ be called so, is be&avo\«QX| QSka^^ «i^ 
ntiooB of the tkUfvd and hnmane fUTcwm^iito ^<s«!»^ 
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tiiMB as entbunaam and felly, hare invranl Ibalii^ of 
diair own, which, thomgh they woald, they eannet aop- 
fnm. We have been too long in the aecret o m ae l rea, 
to account the proud, the ambitious, or the Toluptaoiia, 
happy. We muat loae the remembrance of what we 
once were, before we can believe that a man is satia- 
fiod with himself, merely because he endeaToura to 
appear so. A amile upon the face is often but a mask 
worn occaaionally and in company, to prevent, if poaai- 
ble, a BO^ioion of what at the same time is paaaing in 
the heart. We know that there are people who seldom 
smile when they are alone ; who, therefore, are glad to 
hido themselves in a throng from the violence of their 
own reflections; and who, while by their looks and 
hngnage they wish to persuade us they are happy, 
would be glad to change their conditions with a dog. 
But in defiance of all their efforts, they continue to 
think, forebode, and tremble. This we know, for it 
has been our own state, and therefore we know how 
to commiserate it in others. From this state the Bible 
relieved us. When we were led to read it with atten- 
tioiiy we found ourselves described. We learned the 
eana ea of our inquietude— We were directed to a me- 
thod of relief— we tried, and we were not disappointed. 

DCUS NOBIS HJEC OTIA FECIT. 

We are now certain, that the gospel of Christ is the 
power of God unto salvation to every one that beheveth 
It haa reconciled us to God, and to ourselves ; to our. 
duty, and our situation. It is the balm and cordial of 
.the present life, and a sovereign antidote against the 
foaia of death. 

Bed haetenus hoc. Some sroaWeT ^\ec«% iaLVQtiV«^ 
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importtnt subjectf dote the Tolame. Not one of them 

I believe, was written with a view to publication, but I 

waa unwilling they should be omitted. 

JOHN NEWTON. 
Charles* Sfuare, Baxton^ 
Fehruary 18, 1782. 
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S£ U forU mea grains uret sarcina charUtf 
MjicUo, Hor. lib. i. EpiBt. 13. 

A. You told me, I remember, glory, built 
On Mlfish principles, is shame and guilt ; 
Thi$ deeds that men admire as half diyine, 
Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 
Strange doctrine this ! that without scruple tears 5 
Thd laurel that the very lightning spares ; 

Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust, 
And eats into his bloody sword like rust. 

B. I grant, that men continuing what they ar^i 
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must be war ; 10 
And never meant the rule should be applied 

To him that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels, drench'd in pure Parnassian dews, 
Reward his mem*ry, dear to ev*ry muse, 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root, 15 

In honour's field advancing his firm foot, 
Plants it upon the line that Justice draws. 
And win prevail, or perish in her cause. 
Tie to the virtues of such men, man owes 
His portion in the good that Heav*n bestows. 20 

And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though Wrought in ancient days, 
Tells of a few stout hearts, that fought and died 
VHiere duty p]ac*d them — at their country's side ; 
The man, that is not mov'd with what he reads, 25 
Thit takM not fire at their heroick deeds, 
Unwortby afthe blessings of the brave, 
If bam itt kind, and bom to be a Blavtt. 
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But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to naught but his ambition true, 
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post horns of all Europe, lays her waste 
Think yourself stationed on a towering rock, 
To see a people scatter'd like a flock, 
Some royal mastiff panting at their heels, 
With all the savage tliirst a tiger feels : 
Then view him sclf-proclaim'd in a gazette 
CHiicf monster that has plagu'd the nations yet. 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplac'd, 
Tliose ensigns of dominion, how disgraced ! 
The glass that bids man mark the fleeting hour, 
And Death's own sithe would better speak hb pow' 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king's shoulderknot and gay cockade ; 
Clothe the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

^. Tis your belief the world was made for man 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn. 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for tliom. 

B. Seldom, alas ! the power of logick reigns, 
With much sufficiency in royal brains ; 
Such reas'ning falls like an inverted cone, 
Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 
Man made for kings ! those opticks are but dim, 
That tell you so-nniy, rather, they for him. 
That were indeed a king-ennobling thought, 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem with mighty projects lin'd, 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, with all its gold and glitt'ring store, 
Just what the toy will sell for, and no more. 
Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good, 
How seldom used, how little understood ! 
To pour in Virtue's lap her just reward ; 
Keep vice restrain'd behind ^ do^bVo fund *, 
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Ghre me the line that ploughs its itatoly coune 
Like a proud swan, conqu'ringr the stream by forte ; 
That, like some cottage beauty, strikes the heart, 
Quite unindebted to the tricks of art. 525 

When Labour and when Dulness club in hand, 
Like the two figures at St. Dunstan's, stand, 
Beating alternately in measur'd time, 
The clock-work tintinabulum of rhyme, 
Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 530 

But such mere quarter-strokes are not for me. 

From him who rears a poem lank and long. 
To him who strains his all into a song ; 
Perhaps some bonny Caledonian air, 
AU birks and braes, though he was never there ; <i35 
Or, having whelp'd a prologue with great pains, 
Fe^ himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash'd with many a stroke — 
An art contrived to advertise a joke, 
So thii the jest is clearly to be seen, 540 

Not in the words — but in the gap between : 
Manner is all in all, whatever is writ 
To substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 
Proves that the mind w weak, or makes it so. 54S 

Neglected talents rust into decay, 
And ov*ry effort ends in pushpin play. 
The man that means success should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, summoning the muse to such a theme, 550 

The fruit of all her labour is whipped cream, 
As if an eagle flew alofl, and then — 
Stoop*d from its highest pitch to pounce a wren. 
As if tlie poet, purposing to wed, 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 555 

Ages elaps'd ere Homer's lamp appear 'd. 
And ages ere the Mantuan swan was heard> 
To carry Nature's lengths unknown betoiQ^ 
To give a Milton birth, ask'd ajrea mort^ 

Vol.. I i^ 
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Thus Genius roao and let at order'd timet, 
And shot a day-spring into distant climes. 
Ennobling ev'ry region that ho chose ; 
He sunk in Greece, in Italy ho rose ; 
And, tedious years of Gothick darkness pass*d, 
Emerged all splendour in our isle at last. 
Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main. 
Then show far off their shining plumes again. 

A. Is genius only found in epick lays ? 
Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 
Make their heroick powers your own at once, 
Or candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief: each interval of night 
Was grac'd with many an undulating light. 

In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star ; in these the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost bough, 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below. 
Like him unnoticed I, and such as I, 
Spread little wings, and rather skip than fly ; 
Perch'd on the meagre produce of the land. 
An ell or two of prospect we command ; 
fiat never peep beyond the thorny bound, 
Or oaken fence that hems the paddock round. 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art : 
Language above all teaching, or, if taught, 
Only by gratitude and glowing thought. 
Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
As ecstasy, unmanacled by form. 
Not prompted, as in our degenerate days, 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise. 
Was natural as is the flowing stream, 
And yet magnificent — A God the theme ! 
That theme on Earth exhausted, though abc 
'Tis found as everlasting as his love, 
Man lavished all his thoughts on human thir 
Thcfcalit ofhrrncif. and the wrath of kin^- 
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Bat itill, while virtue kindled hii deligbti 
The long was moral, and so far was right. 
Twas thus till Luxury eeduc'd'the mind 600 

To joys less innocent, as less refin'd ; 
Then Genius danc'd a bacchanal ; he crown'd 
The brimming goblet, seiz'd the thyrsus, bound 
His brows with ivy, rush'd into the field 
Of wild imagination, and there reePdy 605 

The victim of his own lascivious fires, 
And, dizzy with delight, profan'd the sacred wires. 
Anacreon, Horace, play'd in Greece and Rome 
This bedlam part, and others nearer home. 
When Cromwell fought for pow'r, and while he reign*d 
The proud protector of the power he gained, 611 

Religion harsh, intolerant, austere, 
Parent of manners like herself severe. 
Drew a rough copy of the Christian face. 
Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace ; 61S 
The dark and sullen humour of the time 
Jodg'd ev'ry effort of the muse a crime ; 
Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast. 
Was lumber in an age so void of taste : 
But when the second Charles assum'd the sway, 620 
And arts revived beneath a softer day. 
Then like a bow long forc'd into a curve, 
The mind, releas'd from too constrained a nerve, 
Flew to its first position with a spring, 
That made the vaulted roofs of Pleasure ring. 6S5 
His court, the dissolute and hatefiil school 
Of Wantonness, where vice was taught by rule, 
8wann*d with a scribbling herd, as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 
From these a long succession, in a rage 630 

Of rank obscenity debauch'd their age : 
Hor ceas*d till ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge, the presa^ 
The muse instructed a weU-nuxtux^d Xxiiiv 
Of abler vofaries to cleanse the slam, ^** 
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And claim the palm fo/ purity of ion?! 

That Lewdneia had usurp d and worn bo long. 

Then decent Pleasantry, and fterling Seme, 

That neither gave nor would endure offence, 

Whipp'd out of tighij with satire juit and keen, G 

The puppy pack, that had defil'd the scene. 

In front of those came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim, 
Sublimity and attick taste combin'd. 
To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. ^ 6* 

Then Pope, as harmony itself exact, 
In verse well disciplin'd, complete, compact, 
Gave virtue and morality a grace. 
That quite eclipjin^ Pleasure's painted face, 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause, 6{ 

E'en on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
But he, (his musical finesse was such, 
So nice his ear, so delicate his touch,) 
Mode poetry a mere mechanick art *, 
And ev'ry warbler has his tune by heart. . 61 

Nature imparting her satirick gift. 
Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 
With droll sobriety they rais'd a smile 
At Folly's cost, themselves nnmov'd the while. 
That conitellation set, the world in vain 01 

Must hope to look upon their like again. 

A. Are wo then left— >B. Not wholly in the dark ; 
Wit now and then, strack smartly, ^ws a spark. 
Sufficient to redeem the modem race 
From total night and absolute disi^ce. 6( 

While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track. 
Perhaps some courser, who disdains the rosd, 
Snuffs up the wind, and flings himself abroad. 

Contemporaries aU surpass'd. see one ; €^ 

Short his career, indeed, but ably run ; 
Churchill, himself unconscious of his pow'n, 
Xa pemtrr^ consum'd his id\a Yiquts ; 
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And like a fcatter'd seed at random town, 
Was left to apring by vigour of his own. 675 

Lifted at len^, by dignity of thought 
And dint of genioa to an affluent lot, 
He laid hia head in Luxury's soft lap, 
And took, too often, there his easy nap. 
If brighter beams than all he threw not forth, 6B0 

'Twaa negligence in him, not want of worth. 
Snrly, and slovenly, and bold, and coarse, 
Too proud for art, and trusting in mere force, 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit. 
Always at speed, and never drawing bit, 685 

He struck the Ijrre in such a careless mood. 
And so disdained the rules he understood, 
The laurel seem'd to wait on his command. 
He anatch'd it rudely from the muses' hand. 
Nature, exerting an unwearied pow'r, 690 

Forms, opens, and gives scent to ev'ry flower ; 
Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads 
The dancing Naiads tlirough the dewy meads. 
She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 
With mnsick, modulating all their notes ; 6D5 

And charms the woodland scenes, and wilds unknown, ■ 
With artless airs and concerts of her own ; 
But seldom, (as if fearful of expense,) 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence- 
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought, 700 
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ; 
Fkncy, tiiat from the bow that spans tlie sky. 
Brings colours dipp'd in Heav'n, that never die ; 
A soul exalted above earth, a mind 
Skill'd in the characters that form mankind ; 706 
And as the sun in rising beauty dress'd. 
Looks to the westward from the dappled east, 
And marks whatever clouds may interpose, 
Ere yet his race begins, its glorious close ; 
And eye like his to catch the distant goal \ IV^ 
Or^ ere the wheels of verso begin to roW, 

3» 
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Like bis to ehed illnnAmitin^ rayi 
On evVy Rcene and fubject it furvejs : 

Tbu9 grac'd, tbe man asaerta a poet's nime, 

And tbe world cb^erfully admits tho claim. 7 

Pity Rslitrion his so seldom found 

A skilful guide into poetick ground ! 

I The flow'rs would sprinj where'er she deign 'd to itra 

And ev'ry muse attend bar in her way. 

Virtue indeed, meets miny a rhyming friend, 7! 

Ani many a c^mpUmsnt politely penu'd ; 

But, unattir'd in that becoming vest 

Religion weaves for her, and half uudress'd, 

Stimds in tho desert, shiv'ring and forlorn, 

A wintry figure, like a withered thorn. 7S 

The shelves ore full, all other themes are sped ; 

Hackney d and worn to the last flimsy thread, 

Satire bos Inn^ since done his best ; and curst 

An>l batlisome ribaldry has done his worst ; 

F mcy bos sported all her pow'rs away 73 

In tales, in trifles, and in children's play ; 

And 'tis the 8ad complaint, and almost true, 

Whate'er we write, we bring forth nothing now. 

'Twere new indeed to see a bard all fire. 

Touched with a coal from Heav'n, assume the lyre, 11 

And tell the world, still kindling as he sung, 

' j With more than mortal musick on his tongue, 

|! ! That He, who died below, and reigns above. 

Inspires tho song, and that his name is Love. 

For, after all, if merely to beguile, 1\ 

By flowing numbers, and a flow*ry style, 

The tedium that the lazy rich endure, 

Which now and then sweet poetry may cure ; 

I Or, if to see the name of idle self, 

Stamped on the well-bound quarto, grace the ■htlf, 74 

To float a bubble on tho breath of Fame, 

Prompt his endeavour and engage bis aim, 

Oebas'd to servile purpoaee of pride, 

How mntbe pow*n of gemus m\eapipli«d I 
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ifl whoM office is th» GiTor'i prmiie, 750 

lee him in hit word, his worki, his wmys ! 

■previ ths rich discovYy. and invite 

nd to ihare in the div'ne delisrht, 

ted from itii use and just design, 

ike the pitiful possessor sh<n9, 755 

rchiee at the fool-frequented fair 

nity, a wreath for self to wear, 

mnmtion of the basest kind — 

9f a triflini^ and a worthless mind. 759 

lail, Sternhold, then ; and« Hopkine, hail ! — B, 

>y, folly, lust, era'iloy the pen ; LAmfOii. 

mony, sbnder, and abuse, 

ta chv^ to blacken and traduce ; 

-h Butler's wit, Pope's numbers, Prior*s ease, 

ill that fancy cun invent to please, 765 

the polish'd periods as they fall, 

Adrigal of theirs b worth them all. 

rwoald thin the ranks of the poetiek trib«, 

(h the pen throajh all that yon proeerib«. 

fo matter — ^we could shift when they wer« not ; 

loiild, no doubt, if they were all forgot/ 771 
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THE 

PROGRESS OF ERROU 



Si quid loquar aadiendam....Hbr. Lib. W. Od. i 

SINGy muic, (if sach a themoi lo dark, 00 lonj 
May find a muae to grace it with a loiig,) 
By what unseen and unmiapeoted arta, 
The serpent Errour twines roond human hearts 
Toll where she lurks, beneath what flow'ry shad 
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades, 
The pois'nous, black, insuiuating worm 
Succossfolly eonceals her loathsome form. 
Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine, 
Coimsel and caution from a voice like mine ! 
Truths, that the theorist could never reach, 
And observation taught me, I would teach. 

Not all, whose eloquence the fancy fills, 
Musical as the chime of tinkling rills. 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend. 
Can trace her mazy windings to their end ; 
Discern the fraud beneath the specious lure, 
Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is dear, 
Falls soporifick on the listless ear ; 
Like quicksilvor, the rhet'rick they display 
SShines as it runs, but graap*d at slips away. 

Plac*d fi>r bis trial on this bustling itage, 
From thoughtless youth to ruminating age, 
/>»0 ia hi9 wW to choose or to refose, 
J/air may improve the erisdn or abuse ; 
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on the fatalist'! unrighteouf plan, 
B\f to what bar amenible were man ? 
With nought in charge he could betray no trust ; 
And, if he fell, would fall because hi mu^t : 
If Love reward him, or if Vengeance strike, 
His recompense is both unjust alike. 
Divine authority within his breast 
Brings ev'ry thought, word, action, to the test : 
Warns him or prompts, approves him or restrains, 3 
As Reason, or as Passbn takes the reins. 
Heay'n from above, and Conscience from within^ 
Cries in his startled ear — Abstain from sin ! 
The world around solicits his desire, 
And kindles in his soul a treach rous fire ; 40 

While, aU his purposes and steps to guard. 
Peace follows Virtue as its sure reward ; 
And Pleasure brings as surely in her train 
Remorse, and Sorrow, and vindictive Pain. 

Min, thus endu'd with an elective voice, 45 

Vfiist be supplied with objects of his choice ; 
7?liere'er he turns, enjoyment and delight, 
>r present, or in prospect, meet his sight ; 
liose open on the spot their honey'd store : 
bese call him loudly to pursuit of more. 80 

m unexhausted mine tiie sordid vice 
vrice shows, and virtue is the price, 
re virioui motives his ambition raise— 
v'r, pomp, and splendour, and ths thirst of praise, 
tre Beinty woos him with ezpinied arms ; 66 

I BacohaniUaa madness his its charms. 
>r these alone whose pleasures, less refined. 
It well alarm the most unguarded mind, 
to supplant his inexperienced youth, 
id him devious from the path of tmth ; 00 

7 allurements on his passions press, 
1 themselves, but don ;*rous. in th* ezcsH. 
k ! how it floats upon the dewy tit \ 
t« djringf dying close was ibet%\ 
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Tis harmony from yon lequeflter'd bow'r, 65 

Sweet harmony, that loothes the midnig;ht hour ! 

Long ere the charioteer of day had nm 

His morning com'se, tfa' enchantment was begun 

And he shall gild yon mountain's height again, 

Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 70 

Is this the rugged path, the steep ascent, 

That Virtue points to ? Can a life thus spent 

Lead to the bliss she promises the wise, 

Detach the soul from earth, and speed her to the akiM ? 

Ye devotees to your ador'd employ, 75 

Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal joy, 

Love makes the musick of the blest above, 

Heav'n*s harmony is universal love ; 

And earthly sounds, tho* sweet and well combin'd, 

And lenient as soil opiates to the mind, 80 

Leave Vice and Folly unsubdu'd behind. 

Gray dawn appears ; the sportsman and lus train 
Speckle the bosom of the distant phdn ; 
Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighb'ring lairs ; 
Save that his scent is less acute than theirs, 8S 

For persevering chase, and headlong leaps, 
True beagle as the stanchest hound he keeps> 
Charg'd with the folly of his life's mad scene, 
He takes offence, and wonders what you mean 
The joy the danger and the toil overpays — 90 

'Tis exercise, and health, and length of days. 
Again impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leaps ev'ry fence, bat one, there falls and dies ; 
Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 
Unmiss'd but by his dogs and by his groom. 96 

Ye clergy, while your orbit is 3rour place, 
Lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 
But if eccentriok ye forsake your sphere. 
Prodigies ominous, and view'd with fear ; 
The comet's baneftil influence is a dream ; 100 

Yours real and pernicious in th' extreme. 
WbM then I — are appetites and \ua\a \a^ donrtk 
Witb the Mime ease that man \>\iU onVvva ^^nv^x 
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Win AT*rico and Concupiscence give place, 
CSiarm'd by the tounds — ^Tour Rey'rence, or Tour 
Grace ? 105 

No. But his own engagement binds him fast ; 
Or, if it does not, brands him to the last, 
What atheists call him — a designing knave, 
A mere church-juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 
Oh, laugh, or mourn with me the rueful jest, 110 

A caasock'd huntsman, and a fiddling priest ! 
He firom Italian songsters takes his cue : 
Set Paul to musick, ho shall quote him too. 
He takes the field, the master of the pack 
Crie»*— Well done, saint ! and claps him on the back. 115 
If this the path of sanctity ? Is this 
To sttiid a way-mark in the road to bliss ? 
Himself a wanderer from the narrow way, 
His silly sheep what wondor if they stray ? 
Go, east your orders at your Bishop's feet, 190 

Send your dishonour'd gown to Monmouth-street ! 
The sacred function in your hands is made — 
Sad sacrilege ! no function, but a trade '. 

Occiduus is a pastor of renown ; 
When he has pray'd and proach'd the sabbath down. 
With wire and catgut he concludes the day, 126 

QuaT'ring and somiquav'ring care away. 
The fiill concerto swells upon your ear ; 
AU elbows shake. Look in, and you would swear 
The Babylonian tyrant with a nod, 190 

Had snmmon'd them to serve his golden god. 
So well that thought th' employment seems to suit, 
Psalt 'ry and sackbut, dulcimer, and flute. 
O fie ! *tis evangelical and pure : 
Obeerve each face, how sober and demure : 135 

Ecstasy sots her stamp on every mien ; 
Chins fiilKn and not an eyeball to be seen. 
Still I insist, though ninsick heroloforo 
Has charm 'd me much, (not c'n Occiduw* xtitix^^ 
Lrjvc. jov, mid peace, innko harnu^uv iv\mtq wvi^V V\^ 



ns inuiteiiHiye, what offence in carde 
Strike up the fiddles, let us all be ga 
Laymen have leive to dance, ifparst 
Oh Italy !— Thy sabbatlis will be a- 
Our nabbatlis, clos'd with mumin'ry a 
Preaching and pranks will share the n 
Oiin parceird out, as thine hxre evei 
God's worship and the mountebank Ix 
What sa^s tho prophet ? Let thxt diy 
With holiness and consecrated rest. 
Pastime and business both it should e.xi 
And bar the door the moment they int 
Nobly distinguished above all the six 
By deeds, in which the world must ne^ 
Hoar him again. He calls it a delight 
A day of luxury observed aright, 
When the glad soul is made Heav'ns w 
Sits banqueting, and God provides the 
But triflers are cngag'd an J cannot r«» 
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the faction th&t affronts the throne, 
mi^animity alono ; 
t with tender core the thriving arts ; 
r'rj beam Philosophy imparts ; 70 

Religion her unbridled scope, 
e by statute a believer's hope ; 
se fidelity and love unfeigned, 
the matrimonial bond onstain'd ; 
t only of a virtuous praise ; 75 

L lesson to the land he sways ; 

I the sword with conscientious awe, 

T it but when duty bids him draw *, ' 

h it in the peace-restoring close 

' beyond what victory bestows ; 80 

mtry where these kingly glories shine ! 

gland, if this happiness bo thine ! 

aard what you say ; the patrlotick tribe 

sr and charge you with a bribe. — B. A bribe ? 

th of his three kingdoms I defy, 85 

ne to the baseness of a lie ; 

II lies, (be that one poet*s boast,) 
fiat flitters I abhor the most. 

Is bo theirs, who hate his gentle reign, 

lat loves him has no need to fiiin. 90 

»ur smooth eulogium to one crown addressed, 

imply a censure on the rest, 
levedo, as he tells his sober tale, 
lien in Hell, to see the royal jail ', 

their method in all other things ; 95 

re,' good sir, do you confine your kings? 
jd his guide — ^the group is full in view, 
-replied the Don — there arc but few. 
: interpreter the charge disdain*d — 
r)w .'— there are all that ever rcign*d. 100 

istinguishing, is apt to strike 
ty and not guilty, both alike- 
le sarcasm is too severe, 
un ivadilv rei\ite it hex© ; 
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While Alfred's name, the fiither of his tge, 

And the Sixth Edward** grace th' historick page. 

w9. Kings then at last have but the lot of all : 
By their own conduct they must stand or fidl. 

jB. True. While they live, the courtly laureat pi 
His quit-rent ode, his peppercorn of praise ; 
And many a dunce, whose fingers itch to write. 
Adds, as he can, his tributary mite : 
A subject's faults a subject may proclaim, 
A monarch's errors are forbidden game ! 
Thus free from censure, overaw'd by fear, 
And prais'd for virtues that they scorn to wear^ 
The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
Respect, while stalking o'er life's narrow stage ; 
Then leave their crimes for history to scan, 
And ask with busy scorn. Was this the roan ? 

I pity kings, whom Worship waits upon^ 
Obsequious finom the cradle to the throne ; 
Before whose infant eyes the flatt'rer bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows -, 
Whom Education stifiens into state. 
And Death awakens from that dream too late. 
Oh ! if Servility with supple knees. 
Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please ; 
If smooth Dissimulation, skUl'd to grace 
A devil's purpoee with an angel's face ; 
If smiling peeresses, and simp'ring peers, 
EncompeMing his throne a few short years ; 
If the gilt earriage and the pamper'd steed. 
That wants no driving, and disdains the lead ; 
If guards, meohanically form'd in ranks, 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks, 
Shottki'ring and standing as if stuck to stone, 
While coiidescending majeety looks on ; 
If monarchy consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood, 
1^0 'en n-hen he Utboun for his Country's good, 




TABLE TALK. 15 

I a band call'd patriot for no cause, 
lat thay catch at popular applause, 
iM of all the anxiety he feels, 145 

disappointment on the publick wheels ; 
kD the9 flippant fluency of tongue, 
xmfident, when palpaUy most wrong ; 
be kingly, then ferewell for me 
igship ; and may I be poor and free * 150 

the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 
ieh th' unwash'd artificer repairs, 
nlge his genius after long fatigue, 
ing into cabinet intrigue ; 
rhfld kings deem'd a toil, as well they may, 155 
Q is relaxation and mere play,) 
a no praise, when well-wrought plans preYail, 
be rudely censured when they iul ; 
ibt the love his fav'rites may pretend, 
I reality to find no firiend ; 160 

ndulge a cultivated taste, 
Buries with the works of art well grac'd, 
ir it calVd extravagance and waste ', 
e attendants, and if such as these, 
bilow royalty, then welcome ease : 165 

rer humble and confined the sphere, 
- the state that has not these to fear, 
lius men, whose thoughts contemplatire have 

dwelt 
nations that they never felt, 
ip sagacious, cover'd with the dust 170 

aming study and pedantick rust, 
rate and preach about what others prove, 
be world and they were hand and glove, 
kingly backs to cope with kingly cares ; 
bave their weight to carry, subjects theirs ; 175 
of all men, ever least regret 
sing taxes, and the nation's debt, 
you contrive the payment, and t«\v««x^ 
ighty p/tn, oracular in verie, 
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No bard, howe'er majcitick, old or new, IdO 

Should claim my fiz*d attention more than you. 

B. Not Brindlcy nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn the course of Helicon that way ; 
Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the trafiick of Chcapside, ' 185 
Or tinkle in Change Alley, to amuse 
The leathern cars of stockjobbers and Jews. 

,i. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme 
To thomc8 more pertinent, if less sublime. 
When ministers and minbterial arts; 190 

Patriots, who love good places at their hearts ; 
When admirals extoll'd for standin;^ still, 
Or doinnr nothins: with a deal of skill ; 
Gen'rals who will not conquer when they miy, 
Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good pay ', 195 
When Freedom, wounded almost to despair, 
Though Discontent alone can find out where ; 
When themes like these employ the poet's tongue, 
I hear as mute as if a syren sung. 
Or tell me, if you can, what pow^r maintains 230 

A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains ? 
That were a theme might animate the dead, 
And move the lips of poets cast in lead. 

li. The cause, tho* worth the search, may yet oludo 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 205 

They take perhaps a well-directed aim, 
Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 
Lib'ral in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stem severity deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring, and oflen pours 210 

A chilling flood on summer's drooping flow'rs ; 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curl the streams ; 
The p-^asonts urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work ; 315 

Thus with a rigour, for hia good design 'd, 
She rears her fav'rlto man of all mankind. 
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His form robust and of elattick tone, 
Proportioned well, lialT muscle and half bone, 
Supplies with warm activity and force 220 

A mind well lodg'd, and masculine of course. 
Hence Liberty, sweet Liberty inspires, 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 
Patient of constitutional control, 
He bears it with meek manUness of soul ; 226 

But, if Authority grow wanton, wo 
To him that treads upon his free-born toe ; 
One step beyond the bomid'ry of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom's glorious cause. 
Thus proud prerogative, not much rever'd, 290 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 
Is kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Bom in a climate softer fiir than ours, 
Not form'd like us, with such Herculean powr*s, 235 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 
Criye him his lass, his fiddle, and his firisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may, 
And laughs the sense of mis'ry fiur away. 
He drinks his simple bov'rage with a gust ; 240 

And, feasting on an- onion and a crust. 
We never feel the alacrity and joy 
With which he shouts and carols Vive It Rot ! 
Fiird with as much true merriment and glee. 
As if he heard his king say — ' Slave, be firee !* 245 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows. 
Less on ezteriour things than most suppose. 
Vigilant over all that he has made. 
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 
Bids equity throughout his works prevail, 250 

And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 
He can encourage slav'ry to a smile, 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 

^. Freeman and slave, then, if iVie ciia\»^ vai^^i 
Stand on a level ; and vou prove loo uv&c\\ *. ^^ 

2 
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If all men indiscriminately shore 
His fost'rinT power, and tutelary care, 
As well be yok'd by Despotism's hind, 
As dwell at large in Britain's charter'd land. 

/?. No. Freedom his a thousand chirms to show, 260 
That slaves, hjwe'er contented, never know. 
The mind nttiins beneath her happy reign 
The growtli, that Nature meant she should attain ; 
The varied fields of science, ever now, 
Op'n'.n:^, and wider opening, on her view, 2C5 

She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 
Wliile no base fen.r impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the skies, 
Stands most reveal'd before the freeman's eyes ; 
No shades of superstitirn blot the day, 270 

Liberty clia-ses all that gloom away ; 
The soul e.nancipated, unoppress'd, 
Free to prove all thing?, and hold fast th'! best, 
Learns much ; and to a thousand list'ning minds 
Com nunicates with joy the good she finds ; 275 

Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His m inly forehead to tlie fiercest foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace, 
His spirits risin^r as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industry have won, 29Q 
And Freedom claims him for her first-born son. 
SI ives fight for what were better cost away — 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's sway ; 
But th^y that fight for freedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake : 385 
Religion, virtue, truth, whato'er wo call 
A blessing — ^freedom u the pledge of all. 
O Liberty ! the prisoners pleasing dream. 
The poet's muse, his passion, and his theme ; 
Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy*8 nurse ; S90 

Lost without thee th' ennobling pow'rs of verse ; 
Heroiok song from thy free touch acquires 
lis cjeares t tone, the rapture it inspires. 
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me where Winter breathes his keenest air, 
will sing, if Liberty be there ; ^95 

will sin^ at Liberty's dear feet, 
ic's torrid clime, or India's fiercest heat. 
Vmg where ycu please ; in such a cause I grant 
i^lish pdet's privJe^e to rant ; 
not Freedom — at least, is not ours« 300 

»t to play the wanton with her pow'rs. 
freikish, and, o erleapin? every mound, 
1 anarchy and terrour all around ? 
kgreed. But would you sell or slay your bono 
undini^ and curvettin;^ in his course ? X6 

when ridden with a careless rein, 
ak awiy, anl sesk the distant plain ? 
lis hi«rh mettle, under good control, 
him Olympick speed, an 1 shoots htm to the goal. 
Discipline employ h^r wholesome arts ; 310 

i^iatratca alert perform th^ir parts, 
nlk or put on a prudential mask, 
heir duty were a desperate task ; 
tive Laws apply the needful curb, 
j-d the Fftace, that Riot would disturb ; 315 

iberty, preserv'd from wild excess, 
aise no feuds for armies to suppress. 
Tumult lately burst his prison door, 
t plebeian thousand<4 in a roar ; 
he usurp'd Authority's just place, 390 

ir'd to look his master in the face : 
the rude rabble's watchword was— destroy, 
uinir Lond(m seem'd a second Troy ; 
r blush d. and hun<7 her drooping head, 
their progress with the deepest dread ; 3S5 

I that effects like these she should nroduce^ 
than the deeds of galley-slaves broke loose, 
les in such storms her very name, 
tree Licentiousness should bear the blame, 
nnparablo gem ! thy worth uxi\jo\d \ ^S^ 

tho' blood-bouf^hU and ihrowti vwii ^\»tki«ft^ « 



ii.0 cou.jto,-s need have «,!; ay"^;^ 

Though the chief actor died upon the sfc 
J° '^^^"■"rtJ'ene. wa, heard again • 
^.i^^.* ^ ^' AtheniaxTrt^ 

Spoke from hi« hp., u«l ta hi, look. «T, 
H- ^h, hi. form, hi. «,tion, fiUI o?g, 
And Jl h„ country beaming in hi. ftcef 
He rtood, ■• wme inimitable hand 
Would rtrire to make a Paul or Tully rta 
No .jcophjm, or .lav., that dar'd op^ 
Her «cnKl can*, but trembled wheT^ r 
AirfeTryvwuUrtickler for the yoke 

ouch men are raw»d to BUtinn .«^ 

m«. Providence me«::'me«;ra''C 

He .pedt., and they appear :tJ him Sy. 
ainto d»ect and rtrength to strike the b 
Tb manage w.th addre«, to «ize with po. 
The cnau of a rfm-ir ^««;-:». i *'"•' 
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Tis not the wreath, that once adom'd thy brow, 970 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our ancestrj, a |raUant, Christian race, 
Patterns of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace, 
Confes'd a God ; they kneel'd before they fought, 
And prais'd him in the victories he wrought. 375 

Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Courage ungrac*d by these, affronts the skies, 
Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 
The stream, that feeds the woU-spring of the heart, 390 
Not more invigorates life's noblest port, 
Than Virtue quickens with a waruith divine 
The pow'rs that Sin has brought to a decline. 

A. TW inesti.mablo Estimate of Brown 

Rose like a paper kite, and charm 'd the town ; 385 
But meisures, plann'd and executed well, 
Shifted the wind that raised it, and it fell. 
He trod ths very solt-same ground you tread. 
And Victory refuted all he said. 

B. And yet his judgment was not fram'd amiss ; 303 
Its errour, if it err'd, was merely this — 

He thought the dying hour already come, 
And a complete recov'ry struck him dumb. 

But that effeminacy, folly, lust, 
Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must ; 396 

And that a nation shamefully debased 
Will be despis'd and tranpled on at last. 
Unless sweet Penitence her pow'rs renew ; 
Is truth, if history itself be true. 
There is a time and Justice marks the date, 400 

For Ion •^•forbear in^ clemency to wait ; • 
That hour elaps'd tli' incurable revolt 
Is punish 'd, and down comes the thunderbolt. 
If mercy then put by the threat'nlng blow. 
Must she perform the same kind office now f 406 

May she ? and if offended Heav'n be sliU 
AecesaibJe, aadpny't prevail, ahe -wVSIl. 
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'Tifl not, however, insolence and noise, 

The tempest of tomultuary joys, 

Nor is it yet despondence and dismay 411 

Will win her visits, or engage her stay ; 

Pray'r only, and the penitential tear, 

Can call her smiling down, and fix her here. 

But when a country, (one that I could name,) 
In prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 416 

When infamous Venality, grown bold, 
Writes on his bosom. To be let or sold ; 
When Perjury, that Heav*n-defying vice, 
Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price, 
Stamps Crod 8 own name upon a Ue just made^ 480 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 
When Av'rice starves, (and never hides hi& face,) 
Two or three millions of the human race. 
And not a tongue inquires, how, where, or when, 
Though conscience will have twinges now and then ; 
When profanation of the sacred cause, 496 

In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws. 
Bespeaks a land, once Christian, fiUrn and lost, 
In all, but wars against that title most ; 
What follows next let cities of great name, 49^ 

And regions long sincti desolate, proclaim. 
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Ilome, 
Speak to the present times, and times to come ; 
They cry aloud in ev'ry careless ear. 
Stop while you may ; suspend your mad career ; 43S 
O learn from our example and our fate, 
Learn wisdom and repentance ere too late. 

Not only Vice disposes and prepares 
The mind, that slumbers sweetly in her snares. 
To stoop to Tyranny's usurp'd command, 440 

And bend her poliahM neck beneath his hand, 
(A dire effect, by one of Nature's laws, 
Unchangeably connected with its cause ;) 
But Providence himself will intervene, 
To throw his dark displeasure o'er the scene. 4^ 
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All are his uMftnniieixto ; eaeh ftcm of war, 
What bums at home, or threatens from a&r : 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 
The storms that overset the joys of life, 
Are bat his rods to scourge a guilty land, 450 

And waste it at the bidding of his hand. 
He gives the word, and Mutiny soon roars 
In all her gates, and shakes her distant shores ; 
The standards of all nations are unfurl'd ; 
She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 456 

And, if he doom that people with a frown, 
And mark them with a seal of wrath press'd down. 
Obduracy takes place : callous and tough, 
The reprobated race grows judgment proof ; 
Earth shakes beneath them, and Heav*n roars above; 400 
Bat nothing scares them from the coarse they love. 
To the lascivious pipe and wanton song. 
That charm down fear, they frolick it along, 
With mad rapidity and unconcern, 
Down to the gulf, from which is no return. 465 

Tbey trost in navies, and their navies fiul — 
God*8 corse can cast away ten thousand sail ! 
They trust in armies, and their courage dies ; 
In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies ; 
But an they trust in, withers, as it must, 470 

When He commands, in whom they place no trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast 
A kmg despis'd, but now victorious, host ; 
Tyranny sends the chain, that must abridge 
liie noble sweep of all their privilege ; 475 

Crives liberty the last, the mortal shock : 
Slips the slave's collar on, and snaps tlie lock. 

^. Such loily strains embellish what you teach, 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

B. I know tlio mind that foels indeed the fire 480 
The muse imparts, and con command the lyre, 
Acts with a force and kindles with a zeal, 
Whate'er the theme, lliat otherts u<5vei fc^\. 
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|f humin woes her soft fttteation claims 

A tender sympathy pervades tha frame ; 485 

Sh3 pours a san^ibUity divine 

A^on;^ the nerves of ever/ feeling line. 

But if a deed nit tamely to be b )rno 

Fire indtf^nition and a sens? of scorn. 

The strings are swept with such a pow'r so loud, 490 

The storm of musick shakes th' astonish'd crowd. 

So, when remote fiiturity is brought 

Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible sagacity informs 

The poet's heart ; he looks to distant storms ; 496 

He hears the thunder ere the tempest low'ra *, 

And, arm'd with strength surpassing human pow'n, 

Seiies events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

Hence in a Roman mouth, the gricefiil name 500 

Of prophet and of poet was the same ; 

Hence, British poets, too, the priesthood shar'd. 

And every hallow'd druid was a bard. 

But no prophetick fires to mo belong ; 

I play with syllables, and spart in song. 505 

A, At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and five, 

Where Discipline helps th' op'ning buds of sense, 

And makes his pupils proud with silver pence, 

I was a poet too : but modem taste filO 

Is so refin'd, and delicate, and chiste, 

That verse, whatever fire the fimcy warms, 

Without a creamy smoothness has no channs. 

Thus, all success dependmg on an ear. 

And thinking I might purchase it too dear, 515 

If sentiment were sacrificed to sound, 

And truth cut short to make a period round, 

I judg'd a man of sense could scarce do worse. 

Thin caper in the morris^lance of verse. 

B. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, SBO 
And some n'its fUst through f<far M* losin«; it. 



THE PROGRESS OF ERROUR. 97 

Tia innocenti and harmleta, and rofin*d, 

The balm of care, Elysium of the mind. 180 

Imiocent ! Oh, if venerable Time 

Slain at the ibot of pleasure be no crime, 

Then, with his silver beard and ma^rick wand, 

Let Comus rise archbishop of the land ; 

Let him your mbrick and your feasts prescribe, 185 

Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 
Of manners ^ongh, and coarse athletick cast, 

Tho rank debauch suits Clodio's filthy taste. 

Rusillus, exquisitely form'd by rule, 

Not of the moral, but the dancing school, 190 

Wonders at Clodio's follies, in a tone 

As tragical, as others at his own. 

He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the score, 

Then kill a constable, and drink five more : 

But he can draw a pattern, make a tart, 195 

And has the ladies' etiquette by heart. 

Go, fiwi ; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead 

Tour cause before a bar you little dread : 

But know, the law, that bids the drunkard die. 

Is far too just to pass tho trifler by. 200 

Both baby featur'd, and of in&nt aize. 

Viewed from a distance, and with heedless eyes, 

Folly and Innocence are so alike. 

The diflTrence, though essential, &ils to strike ', » 

Tet Folly ever has a vacant stars, 905 

A aimp'ring count'nance, and a trifling a,ir : 

But lonocenoe, sedate, serene, erect. 

Delights us, by engaging our respect. 

Blan, Nature's guest by invitation sweet, 

Receives from hor both appetite and treat ; 210 

But if ho play the glutton, and exceed, 
His bonefactross bluHhes at the deed ; 
For Nature, nice, a» lib'ral to dispense, 
Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense. 
Daniel ate pulse by choice — example laxQ \ ^^^ 

Heaven bless'd the youth; and made \\\u\ fi«%\\ Vixid^l^x. 
Vol. I. 1 
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Gorgoniufl sits, abdominoua and won, 
Like a fat squab upon a Chinese &n : 
He snuffs far off the anticipated joj ; 
Turtle and ven'son all liis thoughts employ ; 
Prepares for meals as jockies take a sweat, 
Oh, nauseous ! — an emetick for a whet \ 
Will Providence overlook the wasted good ? 
Temperance were no virtue if he could. 

That pleasures, therefore, or what such we call| fiS 
Are hurtful, is a truth confessed by all. 
And some, that seem'd to threaten virtue less, 
Still hurtful in th* aliuse, or \iy the excess. 

Is man then only for his torment plac'd 
The centre of delights he may not taste ? 
Like fabled Tantalus condcmn'd to hear 
The precious stream still purling in his ear, 
Lip deep in what he longs for, and yet curs'd 
With prohibition, and perpetual tliirst ? 
No, wrangler^ — destitute of shame and sense, 
The precept, that enjoins him abstinence, 
Forbids him none but the licentious joy, 
Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 
Remorse, the fatal egg by pleasure laid 
In every bosom whore her nest is made, MO 

Hatch 'd by the beams of truth, denies him rest, 
And proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 
No pleasure ? Are domestick comforts dead ? 
Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ? 944 
Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame, [faina ? 
Good sense, good health, good conscience, and goti 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove, 
That virtue has a title to your love. 
Have you no touch of pity, that the poor 
Stand starv'd at yoor inhoapitable door ? 
Or if yourself, too scantily supplied, 
Need help, lot honest industry provide. 
Earn, if )'ou want ; if you abound, impart ; 
TTieM both are pleasures tn the feeling heart. 
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ewmre ? Hu some ncklj eastem waste 966 

lu a wind to parch ub at a blast ? 

British Paradise no scenes afford 

lease her sated and indifferent lord ^ 

weet philosophy's enjojrments run 

) to the lees ? And has religion none ? • 960 

iS capable would tell yon 'tis a lie, 

judge you from the kennel and the sty. 

;hts like these, ye sensual and profane, 

e bid, begg'd, besought to entertain ; 

1 to these crystal streams, do ye turn off 965 

Bne to swin and swallow at a trough ? 

the beast then, on whom Heay'n bestows 

pleasures, with no curses in the close. 

tasure admitted in undue degree 

.▼es the will, nor leaves the judgment free. 970 

ot alone the grape's enticing juice, 

nres the moral powers, and mars their use : 

tion, av'rice, and the lust of fame, 

RToman, lovely woman, does the same. 

iieart surrendered to the ruling power 975 

me ungovem'd passion every hour, 

I by degrees the truths, that once bore sway, 

ill their deep impressions, wear away ; 

in grows smooth, in traffick current pass'd, 

!!esar*8 imago is effac'd at last. 980 

a breach, tho' small at first, soon opening wide, 

ihes folly with a full-moon tide, 

welcome errours of whatever size, 
stify it by a thousand lies, 
eeping ivy clings to wood or stone, 
lides the ruin that it feeds upon ; 
phistry cleaves close to and protects 
rotten trunk, concealing its defects, 
ds, whose pleasures are their only care, 
wish to be impos'd on, and then are. 
leet the fulsome artifice should {ai\, 
welv€B will hide its coan cn e e a vnlVi a. "vcVi. 



40 THE PROGRESS OF ERROUR. 

Not more indnstriout are the just and true, 

To give to Virtue what \a Virtue'* due — 

The praise of wisdom, comelinesB, and worth, S9& 

And call her charms to publick notice forth — 

Than Vice's mean and disingenuous race. 

To hide the shocking features of her face. 

Her form with dress and lotion they repair ; 

Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 900 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy ; 
A trifle, if it move but to amuse *, 
But, if to wrong the judgment and abuse, 
Worse than a poniard in the basest hand, 9Q& 

It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Te writers of what none with safety reads ; 
Footing it in the dance that Fancy leads; 
Te novelists, who mar what ye would mend, 
Sniv'ling and driv'Iing folly without end ; 310 

Whose corresponding misses fill the ream 
With sentimental frippery and dream. 
Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet ; 
Ye pimps, who under virtue's fiur pretence, 315 

Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And toach her, unezperienc'd yet and green, 
To scribble as you scribbled at fifteen ; 
Who, kindling a combustion of desire, 
With some cold moral think to quench the fire ; 390 
Though all your engineering proves in vain, 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again. 
O that a verse had pow'r, and could command, 
Far, far away these flesh-flies of the land ; 
Who fasten without mercy on the fair, 395 

And suck, and leave a craving maggot there ! 
Howe'er disgois'd, th' inflammatory tale, 
And cover'd with a fine-spun specious veil ; 
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gut 
And reMi of their pleasure all to Uwt. 390 
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But the moM, eif^le pinion'd, has in view 
A fuarry more important itill than you ; 
Down, down the wind the iwimt, and sails away, 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronius ! all the muses weep for thee ; 335 

But er'ry tear shall scald thy memory ; 
The graces too, while Virtue at their shrine, 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 
Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast, 
Abhorr'd the sacrifice, and curs'd the priest. 340 

Thou poUsh'd and high finished foe to truth, 
Graybeard corrupter of our list'ning youth. 
To purge and skim away the filth of rice. 
That so refin'd it might the more entice, 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son ; 345 

To taint kis heart, was worthy of thine awn ! 
flow, while the poison all high life pervades, 
Write, if thou canst, one letter from the shades, 
One, and one only, charged with deep regret, 
That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet ; 350 

One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 
Tie granted, and no plainer truth appears, 
Our most important are our earliest years ', 
The Mind, impressible and soft, with ease 355 

Imbibes and copies what she hears and seee. 
And through life's labyrinth holds fast the clew, 
That Education gives her, false or true. 
Plants rais'd with tenderness are seldom strong ;- 
Man's coltish disposition asks the thong ; 360 

And, without discipline, the &v'rite child,. 
Like a neglected forester, runs wild. 
But we, as if good qualities would grow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow ; 
We give some Latin, and a smatch of Greek ; 305 
Teach him to fence, and figure twice a week : 
And having done, we think the be«i 19^ cm« 
iVaiss hm ^rofSeieney, and dub bim tuaik. 

4» 
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From school to Cam or liifl, and tlieiwa hmub ; 
And thenco with all conyenient ipeed to Roma, 910 
With rey'rend tutor clad in habit laj. 
To tease for cashi and quarrel with all day ; 
With memorandum book for ev'ry town, 
And ey'ry post, and whore the chaise broke down. 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart, 3IS 

With much to leanii but nothing to impart : 
The youth, obedient to his sire's commands, 
Bets off a wanderer into foreign lands. 
Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair, 
With awkward gait, stretch'd neck, and silly stare, 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone, 981 

And steeples towering liigh much like our own ; 
But show peculiar light by many a grin 
At popish practices observ'd wiUiin. 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, smart abb6 
Remarks two loit'rers, that have lost their way ', 
And being always prim*d with politeste 
For men of their appearance and address, 
With much compassion undertakes the task, 
To tell them more than they hayo wit to ask ; 
Points to inscriptions wheresoe'er they tread. 
Such as, when legible, were neyer read, 
But, being canker 'd now and half worn out, 
Craze antiquarian brains with endless doubt ; 
Some headless hero, or some CsBsar shows — 
Defective only in his Roman nose ; 
Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans. 
Models of Herculanean pota and pans ; 
And sells them medals, which, if neither rare 
Nor ancient, will be so, preserv'd with care. 400 

Strange tlie recital ! from whatever cause 
His great improvement and new light he draws. 
The squire, once baahful, is shamefiic'd no more, 
But teems with pow*ra he never fUt before : 
Whether incroasM momontum, and the force 406 

IV/tA trhicb from eltme to cttme he sped ViAa cfOJ^nA^ 
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Am axles aometimet kindle u thej go^ 

ChaTd him, and brougrht dull nature to a glow ; 

Or whether clearer tkies and eofler air. 

That make Italian flow'rs so sweet and &ir, 410 

Freshening hit lazy spirits as he ran, 

Unfolded genially and spread the man : 

Returning he proelaims by many a grace, 

By shrugs and strange contortions of has face, 

How much a dnncei that has been sent to roam, 416 

Excels a dunce, that has been kept at home. 

Aecomphshments have taken virtue's place, 
And wisdom falls before exteriour grace : 
We slight the precious kernel of the stone, 
And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 420 

A just deportment, manners grac'd with ease> 
Elegant phrase, and figure formed to please, 
Are qualities that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools, intend ; 
Hence an unfurnish'd and a listless mind, 496 

Though busy, trifling ; empty, though ifefin*d ; 
Henee all that interferes, and dares to clash 
With indolence and luxury, is trash : 
While learning, once the man's exclusive pride, 
Seems verging fast towards the female side. 430 

Learning itself, receiv'd into a mind 
By nature weak, or viciously inclined. 
Serves but to lead philosophers astray. 
Where children would with ease discern the way. 
And of all arts sagacious dupes invent, 436 

To cheat themselves and gain the world's assent, 
Tke worst is — Scripture warp'd ftom its intent. 

The carriage bowls along, and all are pleas'd 
If Tom be st^er, and the wheels well greas'd ; 
But if the rogue have gone a cup too far, 440 

Left out hia linchpin or forgot his tar, 
It suffers interruption and delay, 
And vnetM with hind'nmce in Ui« «KMKAVi«il''nvi . 
Wbea Bome bjrpcthema tbvord and vain 
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1 Candid and learn'd, dispaiwionato i 

Froc from the wayward bias bigoti 
. From fancy's influonco, and intern] 

; But above all, (or let the wretch re 

Nor touch the page he cannot but ] 
Free from the domineering power o 
A lewd interpreter ia never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy pc 
Thou god of our idolatry, the pres:* 
By thee, reUgiou, liberty, and laws. 
Exert their intluonce, and advance \ 
By thee worse plagues than Pharaot 
DifTus'd, make earth the vestibule oi 
Thou fountain, at wliich drink the g 
Thou ever-bubbling spring of endles 
Like Eden's dread probationary tree 
Knowledge of good and evil is from 
No wild entliusiast ever yet could 
TiU half mankiViH "• ' 
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BfiimowB and gfadgpana gorge the unwholeMme food. 

The propagated myriads spread so fast, 

E'en Lewenhoeck himaelf would stand aghast, 485 

Employ'd to calculate th' enormous sum. 

And own his crab-computing powers overcome. 

Is this hyperbole ? The workl well known, 

Tour sober thoughts will hardly find it one. 

Fresh confidence the specuhttist takes 490 

From every hair-brain*d proselyte he makes : 
And therefi)re prints. Himself but half deoeiy'd, 
Till others have the soothing tale beUev'd. 
Hence comment after comment, spun as fine 
As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line. 495 

Hence the same word, that bids oar lusts obey, 
fa misapplied to sanctify their sway. 
If stubborn Greek refuse to be his finend, 
Hebrew or Syriack shall be forced to bend. 
If languages and copies all cry. No — 500 

Somebody prov'd it centuries ago. 
like trout pursued, the critick in despair 
Darts to the mud, and finds his safety there. 
Women, whom custom has forbid to fly 
The scholar's pitch, (the scholar best knows why,) 506 
With an the simple and unlettered poor. 
Admire his learning, and almost adore. 
Whoever errs, the priest can ne'er be wrong, 
With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Te ladies ! (for indifferent in your cause, 510 

I diould deserve to forfeit all applause,) 
Whatever shocks or gives the least offence 
To virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense 
(Try the criterion, 'tis a fiiithful guide,) 
Nor has, nor can have, Scripture on its side. 515 

None but an author knows an author's oares. 
Or Fancy's fondness for the child she bears. 
Conunitted once into the puUick arms, 
The baby seems to smile with added cYiixwi. 
JJke 0om9tbmg precious ventured {at ftoia ^Aant^^ ^fi^ 



JNor rested till the gods had giv'n it 
If some mere driv'Uor suck the suj^o 
One that still needs his leading strii 
And praise his genius, he is soon ro} 
In praise applied to the same part — 
For 'tis a nile, that holds for ever tr 
Grant me discernment, and I grant 
Patient of contradiction' as a child 
Aflfablo, humble, diffident, and mild ; 
Such was Sir Isaac, and such Boyle ■ 
Your blund'rer is as sturdy as a rock. 
The creature is so sure to kick and hi 
A muleteer's the man to set him rigl 
First Appetite enlists him Truth s sw 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him 
Tell him he wanders ; that his errour 
To fatal ills ; that, tho* the path he tr 
Be flow'ry, and he see no cause of feai 
Death and the pains of Hell att«nd hi 
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fint pot it out, then take it for a guide. 
Halting on crutches of unequal nxe, 500 

One leg bj truth aupported, one by lies ; 
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace, 
Secure of nothing — but to lose the race. 

Faults in the life breed errours in the brain^ 
And these reciprocally those again. 566 

The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint ; 
Each sire, and dam, of an infernal race, 
Begetting and conceiving all that's base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in Tiew, 57C 

Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For tho', ore yet the shaft is on the wing, 
Or when it first forsakes th' elastick string, 
It err but little from th' intended line, 
It &Ils at last €u wide of his design ; 575 

So he, who seeks a mansion in the sky. 
Must watch his purpose with a steadfast eye : 
That prize belongs to none but the sincere. 
The least obliquity u fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circoan cup : 680 

He that sips often at last drinks it up. 
Habiti are soon assum'd ; but when we strive 
To strip them off, 'tis being flay'd alive. 
Gall'd to the temple of impure delight, 
He that abstains, and he alone, does right. 666 

If a wish wander that way, caD it home ; 
He cannot long be safe whose wishos roam. 
But, if you pass the threshold, you are caught ; 
Die then, if pow*r Almighty save you not. 
There hard'ning by degrees, till double steel'd, 500 
Take leave of Nature's God, and God reveal'd ; 
Then laugh at all you trembled at before ; 
And, joining the free thinkers' brutal roar, 
Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense — 
That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 6^^^ 
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If clemency revoltod bj abuie 

Be damnabloi then damn*d without cxctuo. 

Some dream that they con silence when they will. 
The storm of passion, and say, *' Peace, be still ;" 
But, '< Thus far and no farther ;* when addreas'd 600 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast, 
Implies authority that never can. 
That never ought to be the lot of man. 

But, muse, forbear ; long flights forebode a fall ; 
Strike on the deep-ton'd chord the sum of all. ii06 

Hear the just law — the judgment of the skies t 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies : 
And he that will be cheated to the last. 
Delusions strong as Hell shall bind him fast. 
But if the wand'rer his mistake discern, 610 

Judge his own ways and sigh for a return, 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever ? No — the cross ! 
There, and there only, (though the deist rave. 
And atheist, if earth bear so base a slave ;) 615 

There, and there only, is the power to save. 
There no delusive hope invites despair ; 
No mock*ry meets you, no deception tliere. 
The spells and charms, that blinded you before, 
All vanish there, and fascinate no more. 

I am no preacher, let this hint suffice — 
The cross once scon is death to ev'ry vice ; 
Else he that hung there, suffered all his pain, 
Bled, groan'd, and agonix'd, and died in vain. 



TRUTH. 



PeoMBftur trotinA— HoR. Lib. II. Epitt 1. 

BiAN, on the dubious wa^es of erroor to«*dy 
Hii ahip half foimderM, and his compass lost, 
Sees &r as human opticks may command, 
A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land ! 
Spreads all his canrass, eT*ry sinew plies; 6 

Pants fiir% aims at it, enters it, and dies ! 
Then fitrewell all self-satisfying schemes, 
His well-built systems, philosophick dreams ; 
Deceitful views of fntnre bliss, fiurowell ! 
He reads his sentence at the flames of Hell. 10 

Hard lot of man — to toil for the reward 
Of Tirtne, and yet lose it ! Wherefiire hard .' — 
He that would win the race must guide his horse 
Obedient to the customs of the course ; 
Else, tho* unequall*d to the goal he flies, 15 

A meaner than himself shall gain the priie. 
Grace leads the right way ; if you chooee the wrong, 
Take it and perish ; but restrain your tongue ; 
Charge not with light sufficient, and lefi free, 
Tour wilful suicide on God*s decree. SO 

Oh how unlike the complex works of man, 
HeaT*n*s easy, artless, unencumber'd plan ! 
lio meretricious graces to beguile, 
No clust*ring ornaments to clog the pile ; 
From oslontation as from weakness fVee, 96 

It stands like the cerulean arch wc tee, 
ilMje&tick in iu own airapiicity. 
Vol. J. 5 






And Korn, for it. own Rj,e, th 
The« are the «>ber, in whow 
Some thought of immortality r 
The re« too buiy or too gay u 

On the «a then,,, their everhu 
Sport for a day, «,d p„i,h j„ ^ 

Whojudg-dthephariaee? V 

S" .•^•"l "«»« to «rve «,m. 
Wu blaaphemy hi. »n ? Or did 

F^thertrictduUe,ofthe«c, 
8.1 fcog and late at the carondm 
(Such WW the «M with whichl 

No-the m«,'. morri. were exac 
Jj^^^-"«o-tohe«,„o7 
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10 the pheuHuit on his chamif preicimet, 
1 he too has a glorj m hk plomee, 
rietian-like, retreats vrith modest mien 
close copeOi or far sequestered green, 
ines without desiring to be seen. 70 

la of works, as arrogant and Tain, 
turns firom with abhorrence and disdain ; 
re affronted by avow'd neglect, 
f the mere dissembler's feign'd reqiect. 
I all righteousness that men devise ? 75 

•hut a sordid bargain for the skiee ? 
rist as soon would abdicate his own, 
p from HeaT'n to sell the proud a throne, 
welling a recess in some rude rock, 
eads, and maple dish, his meagre stock : 80 
of hair and weeds of canrass dress*d, 
th a bell rope that the pope has bless'd ; 
rith stripes told out for ev'ry crime, 
t tormented long before his time ; 
f *r preforr'd to saints that cannot aid ; 86 

ise postponed, and never to be paid ; 
sage hermit, by mankind admir'd, 
1 that bigotry adopts inspired, 
g out life in his religious whim, 
religious whimsy wears out him. 90 

■ks, his abstinence, his zeal allowed, 
ok him humble — God accounts him proud ; 
demand, though lowly in pretence, 
is conduct this the genuine sens e 
itential stripes, my streaming blood, 96 

irchas'd Heav'n, and prov'd my title good, 
istward now, and Fancy shall apply 
r weak sight her telescopick eye. 
min kindles on his own bare head 
red fire, solf-torturing his trade } 100 

mtary pains, severe and long, 
|ive a barb'rous air to British song ', 
id inquimtor could w**T99 inveut , 
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Vhan he contnTea to sufibr, well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two ? MS 

Past all dispate, yon anchorite, say yon. 
Tour sentence and mine diffbr. What's a name ? 
I say the bramin has the fairer claim. 
If sudfrings, Scriptore no where reconmwnds, 
Devis'd by self to answer selfish ends, 11^ 

Give saintship, then all Europe must ag^ree 
Ten starving hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth, is, (if the truth may suit your ear, 
And prejudice have left a passage clear,) 
Pride has attained its most luxuriant growth, 115 

And poison*d ev'ry virtue in them both. 
Pride may be pampered while the flesh grows lean ; 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 
That grace was Cowper's — his, confess'd by all — 
Though plac'd in golden Durham's second stall. 190 
Not all the plenty of a bishop's board. 
His palace, and his lacqueys, and ** My lord,'* 
More nourish pride, that condescending vice, 
Than abstinence, and beggary, and lice ; 
It thrives in mis*l7, and abundant grows ; US 

In misery fools upon themselves impose. 

But why before us protestants produce 
An Indian mystick, or a French recluse .' 
Their sin is plain ; but what have we to fear, 
Reform'd and well instructed f You shall hear. 130* 

Ton ancient prude, whose wither'd features show 
She might be young some forty years ago, 
Her elbows pinion'd close upon her hips. 
Her head erect, her ftn upon her lips. 
Her eye-brows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray US 
To watch yonam*ft>us couple in their play, 
With bony andunkerehiefd nock defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies. 
And sails with lappet headend mincing airs, 
Duly at clink of ben to morning pray 'ra. MH 

To thrift Miid panioiony much VncUn'd, 
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fet allows btiaelf that boy behind ; 
ihiT'ring nrdiui, bonding u he goet, 

■lipehod heele, and dewdiop at hia noM ; 
iredecoMor'a coat advano'd to wear, 146 

:h future pages yet are doom'd to ihare, 
leeher Bible tuck'd beneath his ann, 
hides his hands to keep his fingers warm, 
e half an angel in her own account, 
Its not hereafler with the saints to motmt. ISO 
igh not a grace appears on strictest search, 
hat she fiwis, and, itenif goes to church, 
eions of age she recollects her youtht 
tells, not always, with an eye to truth, 

spanned her waist, and who, where'er he came, 
wVd upon glass Miss Bridget's loTely name ; 166 

stole her slipper, fill'd it with tokay, 
drank the little bumper ev'ry day. 
nnper as envenomed as an asp, 
orious, and her ev'ry word a wasp ; 160 

ithful mem'ry she records the crimes, 
sal or fictitious of the times ; 
(hs at the reputations she has torn, 
holds them dangling at arm's length in scorn, 
ich are the fruits of sanctimonious pride, 166 

talice fed while flesh is mortified *. 
I, Madam» the reward of all your pray'rs, 
ire hermits and where bramins meet with theirs ; 
' portion is with them^ — Nay, never firown, 
if you please, some fathoms lower down. 170 

list, attend — ^your brushes and your ptint — 
Ace them — take a chair — now draw a saint, 
nrrowful and sad ! the streaming tears 
mel her cheeks — a Niobe appears ! 
lis a saint ? Throw tints ami all away— 176 

s Piety is cheerful as the day, 
. weep indeed and heave a pitying groaa- 
others' woes, but smiles upon her own. 
Imt purpoae ha# the Ring of aaVidi m ^Ww \ 
5* 



"« muter*. ;.. wemble, 

'>om top to too ti.-7r ^">'"' * 
Sav ™ .' ™t«e» of hi, «i.; 
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Richly rewarded if ho can but please ; 
And, proud to make his firm attachment knewni 
To eaye your li&, would nobly risk his own. S90 

Now which stands highest in ycAr serious thought ? 
CSiarles, without doubt, say you— and so he ought ; 
One act, that from a thankfbl heart proceeds, 
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 
Thus Heav'n approves as honest and sinoere, 9S5 

The work of gen'rous love, and filial fbar ; 
But with averted eyes th* omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling, and the slavish drudge. 
Where dwell these matchless saints ? — old Curio eriee : 
£v*n at your side. Sir, and before your ejres, 930 

The fiivour*d few — th' enthusiasts you despise. 
And pleas'd at heart, because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found, 
Reproach a people with a single fidl. 
And cast his filthy garment at them all. 836 

Attend !•— an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you so. 

See where it smokes along the sounding plain, 
Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 
Peal upon peal redoubling all around, MO 

Shakes it again and faster to the ground : 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 
Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 
£re yet it came the trav'ller urg'd his steed. 
And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed ; 946 

Now drench'd throughout, and hopeless of his ease, 
He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, unlocked for in a scene so rude, 
Long hid by interposing hiU or wood. 
Some maTBf*""i neat and elegantly droos'd, 950 

By some kind hospitable heart possess'd, 
OAr him warmth, oecurity, and rest ; 
Think with what pleasure, oafo, and at hit oaao^ 
He hears the tempest howling in tba U««a\ 
WhMtghwingthankB his lips and lieaxl «m^^ 



. ~.»M«/«t » vua wora 

Tho last iinpoBsible— ho fears the fin 
And, having woil deserv'd, expects tl 
Then welcome refuge, and a peacefi 
Oh for a slielter from tho vnrath to c 
Cruih me, y^ rocka ; ye falling mour 
Or bury me in ocean^s angry tide — 
The scrutiny of thoee all-seeing eyes 
I dare not — ^And you need not, God i 
The remedy you want I freely give ; 
The book shail teach yoo — ^read, bolie 
Tis done — the raging storm is heard 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful s 
And justice, guardian of the dread cor 
Drops the red vengeance fVom his wil 
A soul redeemed demands a life of prai 
Hence the complexion of his future da 
Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck 
And the world's hatred, as its sure eflfc 
Some UmmI • life ..-»•« •^^ 
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Merey is infinite, and man la weak ; 

The future ahaH obliterate the peat, 906 

And HeaT'n no doubt ahall be their home at laat 

Come then— a atill email whiaper in your ear- 
He haa no hope who never had a fear ; 
And he that noTer doubted of hia atate. 
He maj perpapa — perh^pa he may — too late. 300 

The path to bliia abounda with many a anara ; 
Tiearning ia one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenehman, firat in literary ftme, 
(Mention him if yon pleaae. Voltaire ?•— The aaoMi) 
With apirity genius, eloquence, aopplied, 306 

Lir'd long, wrote much, laugh'd heartily, and died ; 
The Scripture waa hia jeat book, whence he drew 
Ban. mots to gall the Chriattan and the Jew } 
An infidel in health, but what when aiek ? 
Oh — then a text would touch him at the quick : 310 
View him at Paria in hia last career, 
Sorrounding throngs the demigod revere, 
Exalted on hia pedestal of pride, 
And finn*d with firankincenae on ev'ry aide, 
He bega their flattery with hia lateat breath, 316 

And amother'd in*t at last, is praia'd to death. 

Ton cottager, who weavea at her own dooTi 
Pillow and bobbina all her little store ; 
Content, though mean, and cheerfiil if not gay 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong day, 300 

Juat earns a acanty pittance, and at night 
Uea down aecure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, fi)r her humble sphere by nature fit, 
Haa little understanding, and no wit, 
Receivea no praise ; but though her lot be saehi 3M 
(Toilaome and indigent,) ahe rendera mueh : 
Joat knowa, and knowa no more, her Bible 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 
And in that charter reada with aparkUng eyae 
Her title to a treaaure in the akiiaa. 
O hBppy peamai .' Oh unhappy bard \ 
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His the mere tinwl, lion the rich reward ; 

Ho praised perhaps for agea yet to come, 

She never heard of half a mile from home *. 

He, lost in errours, his vain heart prefers, 335 

She, safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science, win one inch of heavenly ground. 
And is it not a mortifying thought 
The poor should gain it, and the rich should not. 340 
No,— the voluptuaries, who ne'er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose Heav'n without regret ; 
Regret would rouse them, and give birth to pny'r^ 
Pray'r would add fitith, and fiuth would fix them thmw. 

Not that the Former of us all, in this, 345 

Or ought he does, is govem'd by caprice ; 
The supposition is replete with sin. 
And bears the brand of blasphemy bum'd in. 
Not so— the silver trumpet's hoav'nly call 
Sounds for the poor, but sounds alike for all : 360 

Kings are invited, and would kings obey. 
No slaves on earth more welcome were than they ; 
But royalty, nobility, and state. 
Are such a dead preponderating weight, 
That endless bliss, (how strange soe'er it seem,) 365 
In counterpoise, flies up and kicks the beam. 
Tis open, and ye cannot enter, — why ? 
Because ye wiU not, Conyers would reply — 
And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 300 

O bless'd effect of penury and want. 
The seed sown there, how vig'rous is the plant ! 
No soil like poverty for growth divine, 
As leanest land supplies the richest wine. 
Earth gives too little, giving only bread, 
To nourish pride, or turn the weakest head : 
To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is— a cap and bells for firaJa : 
The light they wnik by. kindled from i!bvi«, 
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Sbowf thom the ahortest way to life and love ; 370 

Thoji stnngen to the controTeniaJ field, 

V • riere deists, ahrays fbil*d, yet teorn to yield. 

And norer check'd by what impedes the wise. 

Believe, rush forward, and p o ss e s s the prize. 

^^) 7^ fiT'^BSt, the dnil vnletter'd small : 975 

Ye have mnch canse for envy — bnt not aU. 

We boast some rich ones whom the Ckwpel swajri. 

And one who wears a coronet, and prays ; 

Like gleanings of an olire tree they show 

Here and there one upon the topmost bough. 360 

How readily npon tlie Gospel plan. 
That question has iUt answer — ^What is man ? 
Siniiil and weak, in ev*ry sense a wretch ; 
An instmment, whose chords, npon the stretch, 
And strain'd to the last screw that he can bear, 36& 
Yield only discord in his Maker's ear : 
Once the bless'd residence of truth dirine, 
Olorious as Solyma*s interionr riirine, 
Where, in his own oracnlar abode, 
Dwelt visibly the light-creating God : 300 

Bat made long since like Babylon of old, 
A den of mischiefii never to be told ; 
And she, once mistress of the realms around, 
Now scattered wide, and no where to be fbund, 
As soon shall rise and reascend the throne, 90& 

By native pow'r and energy her own, 
As Nature at her own peculiar cost, 
Restore to man the glories he has lost 
Go— bid the winter cease to chill the year, 
Replace the wandering comet in his sphere, 400 

Then boast, (but wait for that unhop*d-for hoar,) 
The self-restoring arm of human pow*r. 
But what is man in his own proud esteem .' 
Hear him — himself the poet and the theme : 
A monarch cloth'd with majesty and awe, 406 

His mind, liis kingdom, and hta wVU, VuaVvr \ 
Gnee in hu mhn, and glory m hia ey^a^ 
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Supremo on oarth, uid worthy of the akiee. 

Strength in hii heart, dominion in hia nod. 

And thonderbolta excepted, quite a god ! 410 

So nnga he, charm'd with hia own mind and fomif 

The Bong magnificent — the theme a worm ! 

Himielf ao much the lource of hia delight, 

Hia Maker haa no beauty in hia eight. 

See where he aita, contemplative and fix'd, 41ft 

Pleaaure and wonder in hie featurea miz'd ; 

Hia paaaiona tam'd, and all at hia control. 

How perfect the compoaure of hia aoul ! 

Complacency haa bieath*d a gentle gale 

O'er all his thoughta, and awell'd hia eaay aail : 490 

Hia books well trimm'd and in the gayeat ityle 

Like regimented cozcomba rank and file. 

Adorn hia intellecta aa well aa ehelvea. 

And teach him notiona aplendid aa themaelvea : 

The Bible only atanda neglected there, 49S 

Though that of all moat worthy of hia caro ; 

And like an infant, troubleaome awake, 

la left to aleep for peace and quiet lake. 

What ahall the man deaenre of human kind| 
Whoae happy skill and induatry combin'd 430 

Shall prove, (what argument could never yet,) 
The Bible an impoature and a cheat .' 
The praisea of the libertine profeas'd. 
The wont of men, and cnraea of the beat. 
Where ahould the living, weeping o*er hia woes ; 43ft 
The dying, trembling at the awful dose ; 
Where the betray'd, fonaken, and opprea8*d, 
The thousanda wb<mi the world fi>rbida to rest, 
Where ahould they find, (thoae comfbrta at an end 
The Scripture yielda,) or hope to find a friend .' 440 
Sorrow might muae herself to madnesa then, 
And aeeking exile firom the eight of men. 
Bury heraelf in solitude profound. 
Grow frantick with her panga, and bite the ground. 
ThuB oflcn UnboUoff grown nek oC \i£«) 44& 
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) the tempting pool, or felon knife, 
jy meet, the coroner is ihort, 
nacy the verdict of the court ; 
le the lentence, let the truth be known, 
unacy is ignorance alone ; 450 

mew not, what some bishops may not know, 
Scripture is the only cure of wo ; 
ield of promise, how it flings abroad 
lur o'er the Christian's thorny road ! 
Mil, reposing on assur'd relief, 455 

lerself happy amidst all her grief, 
M her labour as she toils along, 
I tears of joy, and bursts into a song, 
the same word, that, like the polish'd share, 
IS up the roots of a believer's care, 460 

too, the flow'ry weeds, where'er they grow, 
>ind the sinner's Bacchanalian brow. 
aft unwelcome voice of heavenly love, 
essenger of mercy from above '. 
loes it grate upon his thankless ear, 465 

ing his pleasures with the cramp of fear ! 
ill and judgment at continual strife, 
uvil war imbitters all his life : 
a he points his pow'rs against the skies, 
a he closes or averts his eye», 47Q 

will intrude — she bids him yet beware ; 
hakes the sccptick in the scomer*s chair, 
logh various foes against the truth combine, 
above all opposes her design *, 

of a growth superiour to the rest, 475 

obtlest serpent with the loftiest crest, 
I at the thought, and, kindling into rage, 
d hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage. 
I is the soul indeed so lost ? — she cries, 

from her glory, and too weak to rise ? 480 

d and dull beneath a frozen zone, 
he no spark that may bo deenVd \i«t ov!tv> 

her inMted to what zealols caW 

/. (7. 



62 TRUTH. 

Grace undeseiT'd, yet sorely not for all — 
Some beams of rectitude she yet displays, 
Some love of virtue, and some pow'r to prmise ; 
Can lifl herself above corporeal thingrs, 
And, soaring on her own imborrow'd win^, 
Possess herself of all that's good or true, 
Assert tlio skies, and vindicate her due. 
Past indiscretion is a venial crime, 
And if the youth, unmellowM yet by time. 
Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rude, 
Fruits of a blighted size, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall happier stores produce , 
And meliorate the well-concocted juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal. 
To Justice she may make her bold appeal, 
And leave to Morcy, with a tranquil mind, 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear, then, how Mercy, slighted and defied, 
Retorts the affront against the crown of Pride. 

Perish the virtue as it ought, abhorr'd, 
And the fool with it who insults his Lord. 
The atonement a Redeemer*s love has wrought. 
Is not for you — ^the righteous need it not. 
Seost thou yon harlot wooing all she meets, 
The worn-out nuisance of the publick streets, 
Herself from mom to night, from night to morn, 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn ! 
The gracious show'r, unlimited and free, 
Shall fall on her, when Heav'n denies it thee. 
Of an that wisdom dictates, this the drift, 
That man is dead in sin, and life a gift. 

Is virtue, then, unless of Christian growth, 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless wo, 
For ignorance of what they could not know ? 
That speech betrays at onca a bigot's tongue— 
Charge not ■ God with such oulTa^eo\» tiiocv^. 
Truly not I — the partial VijKl meu\\aT«. 
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reed perwiadee me, well-employ 'd, mty Mve ; 
I he that ecorni the ncMmday beam, penrene, 
find the hlewing unimprov'd, a cune. 
satheD worthies, whose exalted mind 685 

ensuality and droM behind, 
■ for me their undisputed lot, 
ake, unenvied, the reward they sought, 
ill in Tirtue of a SaTiour's plea, 
ind by choice, but destin'd not to see. 630 

fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
ial, though they knew not whence it came, 
d from the same source of light and grace, 
guides the Christian in his svrifler race ; 
judge was conscience, and her rule their law ', 
rule, pursued with reverence and with awe, 536 
lem however fidt*ring, faint, and slow, 
what they knew, to what they wish'd to know. 
t Dot him, that shares a brighter day, 
ee the splendour of a noontide ray, 540 

the twilight of a darker time , 
eem his base stupidity no crimo ; 
Teteh, who slights the bounties of the skies, 
nks, while favour'd with the means to rise, 
Sad them rated at their full amount, / 546 
ood he scom'd all carried to account, 
shalling all his terrours as he came, 
ler, and earthquake, and devouring flamei 
Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law, 
vt obedience, death for ev'ry flaw. 660 

the great sovereign would his will express, 
res a perfect rule ; what can he less ? 
uards it with a sanction as severe 
igeance can inflict, or sinners fear ; 
is own glorious rights he would disclaim, 666 
lan might safely trifle with lus name. 
b him glow with unremitting love 
on earth, and to himself above ; 
irons th* injurious deed, the slaad'toua Xioism^ <» 
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.w«. uiiiuoixai glorioB on j 

Tliat all your virtaes cannot pii 

\ All joy to tho bolioTer ! He ci 

Trembling, yet happy ; confiden 

Since the dear hour that brou^ 
And cut up all my ibUiefl by the 
I nerer trusted in an arm but thi 
Nor hop*d, but in thy righteouane 
My pray'ra and alms, imperfect ai 
Were but the feeble efforts of a c. 
Howe'er perform'd, it was their bi 
That they proceeded from a grate 
Cleans'd in thine own all-purifying 
Forgive their eril, and accept theii 
I east them at thy feet — ^my only i 
Is what it was, dependence upon t! 
While struggling in the yale of tei 
That never fail'd, nor shall it fid] r 

Angelick gratulations rend the i 
Pride ft"- — ■*• • 






EXPOSTULATION. 



ToMUnSf tarn patienM* nuUQ eertamitu Mi 
Dorui stMM f y »o. 

WHY weeps the mnee for England ? What appetn 
In England*B caee, to move the mnae to team ? 
From ade to lide of her delightful iale 
It ihe not cloth'd with a perpetual nnile ? 
€^ Nature add a charm, or Art confer 6 

K new-found luxury not leen in her ? 
Where under Heav*n is pleasure more pursued, 
Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 
Her fields a rich expanse of wavy com, 
Four'd out from Plenty's overflowing horn ; 10 

Ambrosial gardens, in which art supplies 
The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 
Her peaceful shores, where busy C!ommerce waits 
To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 
Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 15 

Of eastern groves, and oceans floor *d with ice, 
Forbid in vain to push his daring way 
To darker climes, or climes of brighter day ; 
Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll. 
From the world's girdle to the froien pole ; 90 

The chariots bounding in her wheel-worn streets, 
Her vaults below, where ev'ry vinta|;e meets ; 
Her theatres, her revels, and her sports *, 
The scenes to which not youth aUmie TeeoiU. 

6» 



. . X.1C luuniains fbd with infinite , 
For Israel dwelt in robbery and v^ 
There were tlie scornor's and the 
Oatlifi, used a« playthingR or ronv 
[ , As interest bias'd knaves, or fashit 

Adult'ry, neighing at his neighboi 
Opprenion, lab'ring hard to grind 
The partial balance, and deceitful 
The treach'rous amile, a mask for : 
Hypocrisy, formality in pray'r, 
And the dull service of the lip wer 
Her women, insolent and solf-caresi 
By Vanity's unwearied finger dress 
Forgot the blush, that virgin fears i 
To modest cheeks, and borrow'd on 
Were just such trifles, without wor 
As silly pride and idleness produce : 
Currd. scented, fiirbelow'd, and floi 
With feet too delicate to touch thn 
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tin all bnsl hMurd hii bitter cry, 
»'d with hif fiioty and nnote apon hit thigh ; 
ept, and stamp'd, and nooote hia thigh in Tain, 66 
ire is deaf when told of future pain, ' 
randa prophetick are too rough to suit 
mg accustom'd to the pleasing lute : 
■oorn'd hia inspiratioo and his theme, 
iiiic*d him frantiek, and his fears a dream ; 70 
lelf indulgenoe wing'd the fleeting hours, 
w foe found them, and down fell their tow'rs. 
f time Assyria bound them in her chain, 
eni t ence had purg'd the publick stain, 
Jjrrus, with relentbig pity mov'd, 75 

n'd them happy to the land they loT*d ; 
, proof against prosperity, a while 
stood the test of her enmaring smile, 
ad the grace in scenes of peace to show 
irtnes they had leam'd in scenes of wo. 80 

an is frail, and can but ill sustain 
I immunity from grief and pain ; 
fter all the joys that Plenty leads, 
tiptoe step,Viee silently succeeds. 
SB he that ml'd them with a ahepherd*s rod, 65 
n a man, in dignity a God, 
not expected in that humble guise, 
t and search them with unerring eyes ; 
rad coneeal'd beneath a fair outside, 
Ith of rottenness, and worm of pride ; 90 

piety a sjrstem of deceit, 
ore employed to sanctify the cheat ', 
bariaee the dupe of his own art, 
lolia'd, and yet a knave at heart, 
m nations are to periah in their sins, 96 

i the church tho leprosy begins ; 
riest, whose office is with zeal aincere 
tteh the fountain and preserve it clear, 
lasly nods and aleeps upon tho brinks 
olhen poisan what the flock muaX. dnxQa. % VA 
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Or, w&kLng at the call of luat alone, *\ ' 

Infoflcs lies and erroura of his own ; 

Hun unsuspecting sheep belioTO it pure ; 

And, tainted by the very means of cure, 

Catch from each other a contagious spot, 106 

The foul forerunner of a general rot. 

Then Truth is liusii*d, that Heresy may preach ', 

And all is trash, that Reason cannot reach : 

Then God's own image on the soul impreas'd 

Becomes a mock'ry, and a standing jest ; 110 

And Faith, the root whence only can arise 

The graces of a life that wins the skies, 

Loses at once all value and esteem. 

Pronounced by graybeards a pernicious dretm : 

Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth, 116 

Prepar'd to figlit for shadows of no worth ; 

While truths, on wliich eternal things depend, 

Find not, or hardly find, a single friend ; 

As soldiers watch the signal of command, 

They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; Itt 

Happy to fill Religion's vacant place 

With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 

Such, when the Teacher of his church was thoirey 
People and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 135 

And import, of their oracles divine ; 
Their learning legendary, false, absurd, 
And yet exalted above God's own word ; 
They drew a curse from an intended good, 
Puff'd up with gifts they never understood. ISO 

He judg'd them with as terrible a frown, 
As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down: 
Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs, 
Had grace for others' sins, bat none for thein ; 
Through all ho spoke a noble phunness niH- 136 

Rhet'rick is artifice, the work of man ; 
And tricks and turns, that &ncy may devise, 
An Ar too oiean Ar ht|n that va^^ \Vm 4um. 
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Th* ajrtoniflh'd rulgar trembled while ho tore 

The miuk from ftces never seen before : 140 

He itripp'd the impottors m the noonday lun, 

Show'd that they follow*d all they icem'd to ehun : 

Their pray'rs made publick, their excesses kept 

As private as the chambers where they slept : 

Tho temple and its holy rites profan'd 145 

By mumm'ries he that dwelt in it disdain'd ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 

Could act extortion and the worst of crimes, 

Wash'd with a neatness scrupulously nice, 

And free from ev*ry taint but that of vice. 150 

Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 

When Obstinacy once has conquer'd Grace. 

They saw distemper heal'd, and life restored. 

In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confesa'd the wonder, and with daring tongue 155 

Blasphem'd th' authority from which it sprung. 

They knew by sure prognosticks seen on high, 

The future tone and temper of the sky ; 

But, grave dissemblers, could not understand. 

That Sin let loose speaks Punishment at hand. 160 

Ask now of history's authentick page. 
And call up evidence from every ago ; 
Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation will you find, whose annals prove 165 
So rich an int'rest in almighty love ? 
Where dweD they now, whore dwelt in ancient day, 
A people planted, wator'd, bless'd as they ? 
iiet Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 
The favours pour'd upon the Jewish name ; 170 

Their freedom purchas'd for them at the cost 
Of an their hard oppressors valued most ; 
Their title to a country not their own, 
Made sore by prodigies till then unknown ; 174 

For them, the states they lefl made waste and ^q^\ 
For them, the states to which they weul d«iXioY^'« 



"^^o they pa^'7Z7 ""! "' 
Their leX Zw 1"^'' '° 

Their God th^f"' •"*""«'(] 

Whore win vZaI^''"'^ ' 

With .11 tif" ''"''. »"«e like 

«i in« man e'er wijkj „ 

^ Thojr, and thev onl^ ' ° 

ReceiVd the t«„^ • ^' """"ff"! 

Andcon,titated?„iS"'^''«" 
Their, were th„ ^f""?*™" of hi, 
And thel:n.;\"i^r»''^'''-. their. 

In vain the nfti™ A*" ^''^■'°"»- 
Withfie?cerdr^'»J.'— n 
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But grace abu8*d brings forth the foulest deeds, 
As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 
Cur'd of the golden calves, their fathers' sin, S15 

Hiey set up self, that idol god, within ; 
View'd a deliverer with disdain and hate, 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seis'd &st his hand, held out to set them free 
From a worse yoke, and nail'd it to the tree : S90 

There was the consummation and the crown, 
The flow'r of Israel's infamy full blown ; 
Thence date their sad declension and their &11, 
Their woes not yet repeal'd, thence date them aU. 

Thus ftll the best instructed in her day, 996 

And the most favoured land, look where we may. 
Philosophy, indeed, on Grecian eyes 
Had pour'd the day, and clear'd the Roman skies ; 
In other climes perhaps creative Art, 
l^th pow'r surpassing theirs, performed her part ; 990 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
The glowing tablets with a juster skill ; 
Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With an the embroid'ry of poetick dreams ; 
Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan, 935 

That Truth and Mercy hod rcveal'd to man ; 
And, while the world beside, that plan unknown, 
Deified useless wood or senseless stone, 
They breath*d in faith their well-directed pray'rs, 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 940 

Their glory faded, and their race dispors*d. 
The last of nations now, though once the first ; 
They warn and teach the proudest, would they loarn, 
K«ep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 
If we eacap'd not, if Heav'n spar'd not us, 945 

Peerdy scatter'd, and exterminated thus ! 
If Vice receiv'd her retribution duo. 
When we were visited, what hope fox ]f o\i ^ 
When Ocd arises with an aw(ul firowti 
To puakb latt, or pluck prMumplion down \ ^^^ 
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When gifls perverted, or not duly priz'd, 
Ploasuro o'ervalued, and his grace dospU'd, 
Provoke the vengeance of hia rightcoua hand ; 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land ; 
He will be found impartially severe, 
Too just to wink, or speak the guilty clear 

Oh Israel, of all nations most undone ! 
Thy diadem displac'd, thy sceptre gone : 
Thy temple, once thy glory, fall'n and raz'd, 
And thou a worshipper e'en whore thou may*8t ; 960 
The services, once only without spot, 
Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot ', 
Thy LevitcB, once a consecrated host. 
No longer Levites, and their lineage lost, 
And thou thyself o'er ov'ry country sown, 965 

With none on earth that thou canst call thine owi^ ; 
Cry aloud, thou, that sittest in the dust, 
Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust ; 
Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears ', 
Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears, 970 

But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. 

What ails thee, restless as the waves that roari 
And fling thoir foam against thy chalky shore ; 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please 
And trident-bearing queen of the wide seas — 276 

Why, having kept good faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st thou none ? 
Thou that liast set the persecuted/ree, 
None interposes now to succour thee. 
Countries indebted to thy pow'r, that shine 000 

With light deriv*d from thee, would smother thine ; 
Thy very children watch for thy disgrace — 
A lawless brood, and curse thee to thy fiuse. 
Thy rulers load thy credit year by year, 
With sums Peruvian mines could never clear ', 985 
As if, like arches built with skilful hand, 
I'hc more 'twere pross'd the firmer it would stand. 
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crj in all tliy thips ii still the sum, 
Of away to battk and to fame, 
larinen ez]^ore the wild expanae, 990 

mt to deaery the fla^ of Franee : 
9ii|rh they ^ht aa thine have ever fought, 
. aaham*d without the wreathe they sought, 
nate is a scene of ctril jar, 
of contrarieties at war ; 9BS 

sharp and solid, phlegmatick and Ught, 
iant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ; 
Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand, 
(oneert what Policy has plann'd ; 
Pobcy is boned all night long 300 

ng right what Faction has set wrong ; 
tails of oratory thresh the floor, 
ields them chaff and dust, and nothing more, 
ek'd inhabittets repine, complain, 
ill the brow of Labour sweats in vain ; 806 

fM a burden on the reeling state, 
ace does nothing to relioTo the weight ; 
Bye loculs succeeding broils impose, 
phing millions prophesy the close, 
rerse Providence, when ponder'd well, 310 

\y writ, or difficult to spell, 
anst not read with readiness and ease 
nee adverse in events like these ? 
then, that heavenly wisdom on this ball 
t, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 316 
hile laborious and quick-thoughteJ man 
ip the praise of what he seems to plan, 
: conceives, then perftcta his design, 
»re instrument in hands divine : 
> the working of that secret pow'r, 390 

ilances the wings of ev'ry hour, 
ty trifler dreams himself alone, 
many a purpose, and God works his own. 
hrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 
his will and his decrees ordain *, *^^ 

I. 7 
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While honour, virtue, piety, bear iway, 

They flourish ; and as these decline, decay : 

In just resentment of his injur'd laws. 

He pours contempt on them, and on their canie : 

Strikes the rough thread of errour right athwart 330 

The web of ev'ry scheme they have at heart ; 

Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 

The pillars of support, in which they trust, 

And do his errand of disgrace and shame 

On the chief strength and glory of the frame. 335 

None ever yet impeded what ho wrought. 

None bars him out from his most secret thought ; 

Darkness itself before his eye is light. 

And Hell's close mischief naked in his sight. 

Stand now and judge thyself-— Hast thou incurred 
His anger, who can waste thee with a word ; 341 

Who poises and proportions sea and land. 
Weighing them in tJie hollow of his hand : 
And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ? 315 

Hast thou, (a sacrilege his soul abhors,) 
Claim'd all the glory of thy prosperous wan ? 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, stoFn the gem 
Of his just praise, to lavish it on them ? 
Hast thou not leam'd, what thou art often told, 360 
A truth still sacred, and believed of old. 
That no success depends on spears and sworda 
Unblest, and that the battle is the Lord's .' 
That courage is his creature, and dismay 
The poet that at his bidding speeds away, 35S 

Ghastly in feature, and his stamm'ring tongue 
With doleful rumour and sad presage hung. 
To quell the valour of the stoutest heart, 
And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 
That he bids thousands fly where none pursue, 
Saves as ho will by many or by few, 
And claims for ever as his royal right, 
Th' event and sure decision of the fight ? 
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Hast thoQi tho' suckled at fair Freedom's breast, 
Bzported Slav'ry to the conquered East ? 966 

Pall*d down the tyrants India sery'd with dread, 
And rais'd thyself, a greater in their stead T 
Gone thither arm'd and hungry, retum'd full, 
Fed from the richest veins of the Mogul, 
A despot big with pow'r obtained by wealth, 370 

And that obtain'd by rapine and by stealth f 
With Asiatick vices stor*d thy mind, 
Bat lefl their virtues and thine own behind ? 
And having truck'd thy soul, brought home the fbe, 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 375 

Hast thou by statute shov'd fVom its design 
The Saviour's feast, his own bless'd bread and wine, 
And made the sjrmbols of atoning grace 
An office-key, a picklock to a place, 
That infidels may prove their title good 980 

By an oath dipp'd in sacramental blood ? 
A bldt, that wiU be still a blot, in spite 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 
And though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain, 
He wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 9B6 

And hast thou sworn on ev'ry slight pretence, 
Till perjuries are common as bad pence, 
While thousands, careless of the damning sin, 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look'd within .' 

Hast thou, when Heav'n has obth'd thee with dis> 
grace, 390 

And long provok'd, repaid thee to thy face, 
(For thou hast known eclipses, and endur'd. 
Dimness and anguish, all thy beams obscur'd. 
When sin has shed dishonour on thy brow ; 
And never of a sabler hue than now,) 905 

Hast thou with heart perverse and conscience sear'd, 
Despising all rebuke, still persever'd, 
And having chosen evil, scom'd the voice 
That cried, Repent ! — and gloried in thy c\io\m> 
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Thy ftuningBf when calamity at last 400 

Suggests th' expedient of a yearly ftst. 

What mean they ? Canst thou dream there ii a pour^ 

In lighter diet at a later hour, 

To charm to sleep the threat'ning of the akies. 

And hide past folly from all-seeing eyes ? M 

The fast that wins deliverancei and suspends 

The stroke that a vindictive God intends, 

Is to renounce hypocrisy ', to draw 

Thy life upon the pattern of the law ; 

To war with pleasure, idoliz'd before ; 410 

To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no more. 

All fasting else, whatever be the pretence, 

Is wooing mercy by renew'd offence. 

Hast thou within thee sin, that in old time 
Brought fire from Heav'n^ the sez-abusing crimey 415 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace, 
Baboons are free from, upon hunum race ? 
Think on the fruitful and well-water'd spot 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot. 
Where Paradise aeem'd still vouchsafd on earth. 
Burning and scorch'd into perpetual dearth ; 
Or in his words who damn'd the base desire, 
Suflfring the vengeance of eternal fire ; 
Then Nature injur'd, scandalized, defil'd, 
Unveil'd her blushing cheek, looked on, and smil'd ; 
Beheld with joy the lovely scene defac'd, 
And prais'd the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought from any verse of mine, 
And farther still the form'd and fix*d design. 
To thrust the charge of deeds, that I detest. 
Against an innocent unconscious breast ; 
The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With safoty to himself, is not a man : 
An individual is a sacred mark 
Not to be piero'd in play, or in the dark ; 
Batpublick censure speaks a publick foe, 
i/aJem a leaJ for virtne guide thebViw. 
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priestly broClMrliood, devoat, aiiicere, 
mean wlf-iiit'reflt and ambition clear, 
hope in Heav'ni wirility their aoom, 440 

t to penoade, expoetoiate, and warn, 
iriadom pore, and giy'n them from abore, 
oaefiilneai ensor'd by xeal and love, 
sk as the man Moees, and withal 
1 aa, in Agrippa's preaence, Paul, 445 

1 fly the world's contaminating^ touchy 
nd nnpollated ;— are thine snch ? 
: a few with Eli's spirit bless'd, 
i and Phineas may describe the rest, 
sre shaH a teacher look, in days like these, 460 
n and hearts that he can hope to please P 

the poor — ^the simple and the plain 
ear perhaps thy salutary strain ; 

ity is grentle, apt to learn, 

but the word, will listen and return, 455 

lot so ! — the poorest of the flock 

yadf and set their faces as a rock *, 

1 that earthly opulence they choose, 
better gift they scoff at and refuse. 

sh, the produce of a nobler stem, 400 

ire intelligent at least — try them, 
in inquiry ! they, without remorse, 
Ofether gone a derious course ; 

beck'ning Pleasure leads them, wildly stray, 
mnfl the bands, and cast the yoke away. 465 

borne upon the wings of truth sublimei 
r thy dim original and prime, 
land, spot of unreclaimed rude earth, 
adle that receiv'd thee at thy birth, 
ick'd by many a rough Norwegian blast, 470 
anish bowlings soar'd thee as they pass'd ; 
HI wast bom amid the din of arms', 
ck'd a breast that panted with alarms. 
yet thou wast a groTling puling ehiti 
nefl net Asfaioo'd, and thy Jmnta tmA ^aal« ^n^ 
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16 Roman Uvgfat thy stubborn knee to bow, 

lough twice a Cesar could not bend thee noir: 

is victory was of that orient light, 

hon the sun's shaflB disperse the gioom of ni^it 

1 y language at this distant moment shows 

)w much the country to the conqueror owes ; 

qiressive, energeticki and refin'd, 

sparkles with the g^enis he left behind : 

3 brought thy land a blessing when he came ; 

i found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 

lught tliee to clothe thy pink'd and painted hidti 

id grace thy figure with a soldier's pride ; 

9 8ow*d the seeds of order where he went, 

iprov'd thee fiu* beyond his own intent, 

id, while he rul'd thee by the svrord alone, 

iide thee at last a warriour like his own. 

)ligion, if in heavenly truths attir'd, 

teds only to be seen to be admir'd ; 

it thine, as dark as witch'ries of the night, 

as form'd to harden hearts and shock the eight ; 

ly Druids struck the well-hung harps they bore 

ith fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 

id while the victim slowly bled to death, 

x>n the rolling chords rung out his dying hnatli 

Who brought the lamp, that with awaking beaa 

spell'd thy gloom, and broke away thy dreame, 

'edition, now decrepit and worn out, 

ibbler of ancient ftbles, leaves a doubt ; 

It still light reach'd thee ; and those gods of thii 

oden and Thor, each tottering in his shrine, 

ill, broken and de&c'd at his own dow, 

I Dagon in Philistia long before. 

It Rome with sorceries and magick wand 

•on rais'd a cloud, that darken'd ev*ry land ; 

id thine was amother'd in the stench and &tg 

* Tiber's marshes and the papal bog. 

len priests with baUa, and hrieft, and shaken cio 

id griping fifti, ud nnelAmtJiif ftowna^ 
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Legates and delejjratei withpow'n from Hell, 
Though heavenlj in pretenuon, fleec'd theo well ; 515 
And to thia hoar, to keep it fireih in mind, 
Some twiga of that old acourge are left behind.* 
Thy aoldiery, the pope's well-manag'd pack, 
Were train'd beneath hia laah, and knew the amacky 
And when he kid them on the scent of blood, 580 
Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood. 
Laviah of life, to win an empty tomb, 
That prov*d a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 
They left their bonea beneath unfriendly akies, 
Hia worthleaa absolution all the prize. 525 

Thou wast the veriest slave in days of yore. 
That ever dragg'd a chain or tugg'd an oar ; 
Thy monarchs arbitrary, fierce, unjust, 
Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust, 
Disdain'd thy counsels, only in distress 530 

Found thee a goodly spunge for Power to preaa. 
Thy chiefs,, the lords of many a petty fee, 
Provok'd and harassed, in return plagu'd thee ; 
Gall'd thee away from peaceable employ, 
Domeatick happiness and rural joy, 535 

To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 
In causeless feuds and bick'rings of their own. 
Thy parliaments ador*d on bended knees 
The sov'reignty they were conven'd to please ', 
Whate'er was ask'd, too timid to resist, 540 

Complied with, and were graciously dismiss'd ; 
And if some Spartan soul a doubt expreas'd. 
And blushing at the tameness of the rest, 
Dar'd to suppose the subject had a choice. 
He waa a traitor by the general voice. 545 

O alave ! with powers thou didst not dare exert. 
Verse cannot atoop so low as thy deaert ; 
It shakea the aides of splenetick Disdain, 
Thou self-entitled ruler of the main, 
To traoe thee to the date when yon fair aea, 55A 

That chpe thy ahorea, had no sueh cbinnAfbt 1SM^\ 
' Wbieb nay be feoad at DocUMtV Cov»na»* 
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(I, 

When other nations flew from coast to cout, 
And thou Iiadst neither fleet nor flag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead in the dust ; 
Blush if thou canst ; not petrified, thoa must ; 561 
Act but an honest and a faithful part ; 
Compare what then thou wast with what thou art ; 
And God's disposing providence confess*d, 
Obduracy itself must yield the rest — 
Then thou art bound to serve him, and to prove, 50 
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has he not hid thee, and thy favoured land, 
For ages safe beneath his sheltering hand : 
Giv'n thee his blessing on the clearest proof, 
Bid nations leagu'd against thee stand aloof, 56 

And charg'd Hostility and Hate to roar. 
Where else they would, but not upon thy shore ? 
His power socur'd thee when presumptuous Spain 
Baptiz'd her fleet invincible in vain ; , 

Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resign*d 57 

To ev'ry pang that racks an anxious mind, 
Ask'd of the waves that broke upon his coast, 
What tidings ? and the surge replied — All lost ! 
And when tlie Stuart, leaning on the Scot, 
Then too much fear'd and now too much forgot, 57 
Pierc'd to the very centre of the realm, 
And hop'd to seize his abdicated helm, 
Twas but to prove how quickly with a frown, 
He that had raised thee could have pluck'd thee down. 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possessed, 56 

Thy foes implacable^ tliy land at rest ; 
Thy thunders travel over earth and seas, 
And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 
*Tis thus, extending his tempestuous arm. 
Thy Maker fills the nations with ahurm, 56 

While his own Heav*n surveys the troubled scene, 
And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 
Freedom, in other lands ecarce known to shine, 
Foan oat t flood of splendour u^ioti iViVnA \ * 
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Thou hast as bright an interest in her rays, 590 

As eyer Roman had in Rome's best days. 

Trae freedom is where no restraint is known, 

That Scripture, justice, and good sense disown ; 

Where only vice and injury are tied, 

And all from shore to shore is free beside. 696 

Bach freedom is— and Windsor's hoary tow'rs 

Stood trembling at the boldness of thy pow'rs, 

That won a njrmph on that immortal plain, 

Like her the &bled PhcBbus woo'd in vain ; 

He found the laurel only — ^h^pier you, 600 

Th* unfading laurel and the yirgui too !* 

Now think, (if pleasure have a thought to spare ; 
If God himself be not beneath her care ; 
If business, constant as the wheels of time, 
Can pause an hour to read a serious rhyme ; 606 

If the new mail thy merchants now receire, 
Or expectation of the next give leave,) 
O think, if chargeable with deep arrears 
For such indulgence gilding all thy years. 
How much, though long neglected, shining yet, 610 
The beams of heavenly truth have swell'd the debt 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortur'd innocence in Mary's court. 
And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake, 
Enjoy'd the show, and danc'd about the stake ; 615 
7*he sacred book, its value understood, 
Receiv'd the seal of martyrdom in blood. 
Those holy men, so full of truth and grace, 
Seem to reflection of a different race ; 
Meek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere, 6B0 

In such a cause they could not dare to fear ; 
They could not purchase earth with such a priie, 
Or qpare a life too short to reach the skies. 



* Albdiag to the rrant of Magna Charta, which "wia 
tortsd from Kiiig Joan by the barona ai iL^wm iiiw^ , 
Wfmkor. 



^u tpecia] search, the keei 
And did they dream, and ai 
Prove it — if better, I submit 
Wisdom and goodness are t^ 
Must hold both sisters, nevei 
So then — as darkness oversp. 
Ere Nature rose from her ete. 
And this delightful earth, and 
Leap'd out of nothing, caird b^ 
By such a change thy darkness 
Thy chaos order, and thy weak 
And He whose pow*r mere nul 
Who found thee nothing, form' 
To praise him is to serve him, 
Doing and suflTring, his unquei 
'Tis to believe what men inspii 
Faithful, and faithfully inform't 
Candid and just, with no fiilse i 
To take for truth w»»-* 
Toi— • 
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, that seraph's trembled at, is hung 

sillily on ev'ry trifler's tongue, 

)s the champion in fbrensick war 

ish and parade with at the bar. 665 

herself perhaps suggests a plea, 
tt move thee, to persuade e'en thee ; 
' charm, that smiles upon her face, 
possess'd, and joys still held in chase, 
ociety be worth a thought, 670 

le feast of freedom cloy thee not, 
that these, and all that veem thine own, 
the tenure of his will alone, 
^Is in the service of their Lord, 
with thee, or leave thee at his word j 675 

ititude and temperance in our use 
he gives, unsparing, and profuse 
Jie &vour, and enhance the joy, 
inkless waste and wild abuse destroy, 
ve all, reflect, how cheap soe'er 680 

ghts that millions envy thee appear, 
iigh resolv'd to risk them, and swim down 

of pleasure, heedless of his frown, 
ssings truly sacred, and when giv'n, 
¥ith the signature and stamp of Heav'n, 685 
d of prophecy, those truths divine, 
oake that Heav'n, if thou desire it, thine, 
itemative ! believ'd, belov'd, 
>ry, and thy shame if unimprov'd,) 
9r long vouchsafd, if push'd aside 690 

Ul disgust, or philosophick pride ; 
t judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 
and darkness, occupy their place, 
id is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
ikly found if negligently sought, 605 

J as ample as thy bounds are small, 
t the brunt, and dar'st defy them all : 
t thou join to this bold enterprise, 
• still, a contest with the skies ^ 



84 EXPOSTULATION. 

Remember, if He guard thee and eecure, 700 

W]ioe'er assaile thee, thy gucceis is sure ; 
But if He leave thee, though the skill and pow> 
Of nations sworn to spoil thee and devour, 
Were all collected in thy single arm. 
And thou could'st laugh away the fear of harm, 706 
That strength would fail, oppos'd against the push 
And feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 
Say not, (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, diiye it thenoe,) 
What nation amongst all my foes is 6ree 710 

From crimes as base as any charged on me ? 
Their measure fill'd, they too shall pay the debt, 
Which God, though long forborne, will not forget. 
But know that wrath divine, when most severe, 
Makes justice still the guide of hid career, 715 

And will not punish, in one mingled crowd, 
Them without light, and thee without a cloud. 
Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech, 
Still murm'ring with the solemn truths I teaeh ; 
And while at intervals a cold blast sings 790 

Through the dry leaves and pants upon the itringi, 
My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation scourg'd, yet tardy to repent. 
I know the warning song is sung in vain ; 
That few will hear, and fewer heed the stnin ; 79 
But if a sweeter voice, and one designed 
A blessing to my country and mankind, 
B«claim the wand'ring thousands, and bring homd • 
A flock so scattered and so wont to roam. 
Then place it once again between my knees ; 710 

The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 
And truth alone, fHiere'er my liib be cast, 
In scenes of plenty, or the pining waste, 
Shan be my chosen theme, my g^y to the hit. 
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iter, et sacra otiM pandag. 

ViRG. En, GL 

ASK what ia human life— the aagre replies, 
With diaappointment low'ring in hia eyea, 
A painful paaaa^ o'er a restleaa flood ; 
A vain purauit of fugitive fidae good ; 
A acene of fenciedbliaaand heari-felt care, 5 

Cloaing at laat in darkneaa and deapair. 
The poor, inur'd to drudgery and diatreaa, 
Act without aim, think little, and feel leaa, 
And no where, but in feign'd Areadian acenea, 
Taate happineaa, or know what pleaanre meana. 10 
lUehea are paaa'd away from hand to hand, 
Aa fintune, Tice, or f<^y may command ; 
Aa in a dance, the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the loweat pair aneceed , 
80 ahiiUng and ao varioua ia the plan, 15 

By which Heay'n rulea the mix'd affiura of man ; 
Viciaaitude wheola round the motley crowd. 
The rich grow poor, the poor become purae-prond ; 
Buaineaa ia labour, and man'a weakneaa auch, 
Pleaaure ia labour too, and tirea aa much. 90 

The very aenae of it foregoea ita uae, 
By repetition pail'd, by age obtuae. 
Youth lost in diaaijMtion, we deplore, 
TAr0cy/r life's nd remnant, what no MgViA itn^Uvc^ *. 
Vol. I 8 
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Bat gently to rebuke hif awkward fear, 

To prove that what she gives, she givee nncere. 

To banish heaitation, and proclaim 

Flis happiness, her dear, her only aim. 

Tiff grave philosophy's absurdest dream, 65 

rhat Heav'n's intentions are not what they teem, 

rhat only shadows are dispens'd below, 

%jid earth has no reality bat wo. 

Thus things terrestrial wear a difierent hae, 
^s youth or age persuades ; and neither true. 70 

3o Flora's wreath through coloured crystal seeiiy 
The rose or lily appears blue or green, 
But still th* imputed tints are those alone 
The medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undress'dy 75 

To read the news or fiddle as seems best, 
Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 
To fill the dull vacuity till four ; 
Und, just when evening turns the blue vault gray. 
To spend two hours in dressing for the day : 80 

To make the Sun a bauble without use. 
Bare for the fruits his heav'nly beams produce : 
Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought, 
Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not ; 
ThrttPgh mere necessity to close his eyea 86 

JuKwhen the larks and when tlie shepherds rise : 
It eoch a life, so tediously the same. 
So void of all utility or aim, 
That poor Jonquil, with almost ev'ry breath, 
Sighs for his ejcit, vulgarly call'd death : 90 

For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not yet so blank, or fashionably blind. 
But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his way ; 
By which he reads, that life without a plan, 
As useless as the moment it began. 
Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in ; an incumbrance ere half fpmvl. 
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O wearinoM beyond whit aHM feely 
That tread the ehrenit of the cbtern wheel ; 
A dull rotation, never at a stay, 
Yesterday's (ace twin ima^ of to-day ; 
While conTorsation, an exhausted stock, 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 
No need he cries, of gravity stuflfd out 
With academick dignity devoat, 
To read wise lectures, vanity the text ; 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 
For truth self-evident, with pomp impress*d, 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound. 
Yet seldom sought where only to be found, 
While passion turns aside from its due scope 
Th' inquirer's aim, that remedy is hope. 
Life is his gift, from whom whate'er life needsi 
With ev'ry good and perfect gift proceeds ; 
Bestow'd on man, like all that we partake. 
Royally, freely, for his bounty's sake ; 
Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour, 
And yet the seed of an immortal flow*r ; 
Design'd in honour of his endless love. 
To fill with fragance his abode above ; 
No trifle, howsoever short it seem, 
And howsoever shadowy, no dream ; 
Its value what no thought can ascertain, 
Nor all an angel's eloquence explain. 
Men deal with life as children with their play. 
Who first misuse, then cast their toys awmy ; 
Live to no sober purpose, and contend 
That their Creator fattd no serious end. 
When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man's disappointment must of course ensue. 
The just Creator oondeseonds to write. 
In beams of inextingnishable light, 
His names of wisdom, foodneas, pow^, and loTe, 
On mU th^t Uooiiis below, or iUkwi i3Mn« \ 
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To catch the wtnd'ring notice of mankiad, 
And teach the world, if not perversely hlind. 
His gracious attributes, and prove the share 
His ofTupring hold in his paternal care. 140 

If, led from earthly things to things divine, 
His creature thwart not his august design, 
Then praise is heard instead of reas ning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 
Nature employed in her allotted place, 1 43 

Is handmaid to the purposes of Grace ; 
By good vonchsaTd makes known superiour good, 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood : 
That bliss, reveal'd in Scripture, with a glow 
Bright as the covenant-ensuring bow, 150 

Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and Urns hope is born. 
Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
That men have deem'd substantial since the fidl ; 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe 155 

From emptiness itself a real use ; 
And while she takes, as at a father's hand, 
What health and sober appetite demand, 
From fading good derives, with chemick art, 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 100 

Hope with uplifted foot, set free from earth, 
Pants for the placo of her ethereal birth, 
On steady wings sails through the immense abyss, 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss, 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here 165 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds tut 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast. 
Hope ! nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new-bom virtues, and preserve him pure. 170 
Hope ! let the wretch, once conscious of the joy. 
Whom now despairing agonies destroy, 
Speak, for he can, and none so well as he, 
What treasures centre, what de\\g)\li VaV)bA«. 
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'Wrd,t.chool,«d fretful i„ 
The puny ty^tb^^^ 

Ifo™, h„ equal m .thIeUck f™„ 
^^P «ro.. hi, .Aitraor vie 

T.U the bert tongue, or heavieaU, 

Now «,o him launchd into the, 
SlTS^P^'y droning o-eS; 
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Imiat on, as if eadi were hie own pope, 

ForgivenoM, and the prhrilege of ho|M. 

But Conadeiiee, in 10016 awiiil, silent hoOTi S15 

When captiTating Insts have lost their pow'r, 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearfiil dream. 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme ! 

Starts from the down, on which she lately slepty 

And tells of laws despis*d, at least not kept : 9M) 

Shows with a pointing finger, but no noissi 

A pale procession of past sinfbl joji, 

AU witnesses of Ueadngs foully scom*d, 

And lift abus'd, and not to be subom*d. 

Mark these, she says ; these summon'd from aftr, S95 

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar ; 

There find a judge inexorably just, 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those, (such peace as earth ean give,) 
Who live in pleasure, dead e'en while they lire ; S30 
Born, capable, indeed, of heav'nly truth ; 
But down to latest age, frvm earlieiit youth, 
Their mind a wilderness through want of care. 
The plough of wisdom nerer entering there. 
Peace, (if insensibility may chum 
A right to the meek honours of her name,) 
To men of pedigree, their noble race, 
Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne, except the throne of Grace. 
Let cottagers and nnenlighten*d swains MO 

Revere the kws they dream*d that HeaT*n ordaim; 
Resort on Simdays to the house of pray >, 
And ask, and fSmcy they find Ueasings there. 
Themselyes, perhaps, when weary they retretl 
T* enjoy cool nature in a country seat, 946 

T* exchange the centre of a thousand tradesi 
For clumps, and lawns, and te m p l es, and 
Bfay now and then their velvet eushiona lake ; 
And eeem to pray, ftr good example sabi -, 



Is a pearl cast — completely cast a 
They die — Death lends theni; 
Bport, 
All the grim honours of his ghastl 
Far other painting grace the cha 
Where late we saw the mimick la: 
The busy heralds rang the sable sc 
With moumfiil scutcheons, and dii 
Proclaim their titles to the crowd a 
But they that wore them move not 
The coronet plae'd highly at their . 
Adds notliing now to the degraded 
And e'en the star, that glitters on t 
Can only say — Nobility lies here. 
Peace to all such — 'twere pity to of 
By useless censure, whom we cann* 
Life without hope can cloee but' in t 
'Twaa there we found them, and 
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Saj, boUmtt, witUn whMW prorinea Ul 
TkB cmUr utd th« liTaop on the will, 
Of >U tli>t deck tU lura, Uh fivldi, the bow'n , 
WbiLt parts the kindied tribe* of WMdf and flow'Mf 
8wMt tceut, oi loTsly farm, oi both combin'd, 900 

The <nnt af both denotec n nwantt bleed. 

And Chloe &om hei guhnd pjcki the weed. 

Thus hopea of evYy Kirt, wbateTer sect 

Esteem them, sow them, rear tbam, and piolM)!. 9W 

If wild in lutare, and nol doly found, 

Oathaamana 1 in thy dear baUow'd gctxai. 

That cannot bear the blaie of Sciiptnie lif ht, 

Nor cheer the epirit, nor refieeh the mght, 

N<K animate the aool to ChiiatiaQ deeds, 300 

(Oh cart them &om thee !) are ireada, Miant waadi. 

Gtbelced'i houae, the centre of six wmjm, 
Dtrarpng each from each, like equal raji, 
llimanlf SI bonntifiil as April tama, 
Lord paramount of the anrroondiDg plaina, 305 

Wottid giro relief of bed (nd board to none, 
Bnt fnesta that iooght it in th' appouted Om ; 
And they might enter at his open doM, 
E'en till his spaiuoai hall would hold no mom- 
He sent a eerrant ftHlh, by er'ry road, 310 
To aoimd his horn, and publish it abroad. 
Thai all miffht mark — knight, menial, hi^, and low, 
An ord'nanoe it ooncem'd them mnch to know. 
If after all sonke headstrong hardy loot 
Would diaobey, thongh mre to be shot out, 316 
Could he with reaam murmur at hia eaae, 
Hlmaelf sola anther of his own diagraoa I 
JKo '. the decree was jost and without flaw ; 
And ha that made, had right to make the law ; 
His Bor'reign power, and pleasure unraatiain'd, SB 
Aa wrong was bis who wronglully eanplahi'd. 

Tat Uf mankind maintains a ohuiUahrtiiSk 
Vntli Kid, Ukt Donor of eUnul Ula, 
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Because tlie deed, by which his love confirms 

The largOBS he bestows, prescribes the terms. 3S5 

Compliance with his will your lot ensures, 

Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 

And sure it is as kind to smile and give, 

As with a frown to say, Do this, and live. 

Love is not pedler's trump'ry, bought and sold : 330 

He will give freely, or he will withhold ; 

His soul abhors a mercenary thought, 

And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 

He stipulates, indeed, but merely this, 

That man will freely take an unbought bliss, 335 

Will trust him for a fidthfiil gen'rous part, 

Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 

Of all the ways that seem to promise fiur, 

To place you where his saints his presence share. 

This only can ; for this plain cause, express'd 340 

In terms as plain — Himself has shut the rest. 

But oh the strife, the bick'ring, and debate, 

The tidings of unpurchased Heav'n create ! 

The flirted fan, the bridle, and the toss, 

All speakers, yet all language at a loss. 315 

From stucco'd walls smart arguments rebound ; * 

And beaux, adepts in ev'ry thing profound, 

Die of disdain, or whistle off the souo^ 

Such is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites, 

Th' explosion of the levelled tube excites, 350 

Where mould'ring abbey walls o'erhang the glade, 

And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade, 

The screaming nations, hov'ring in mid air. 

Loudly resent the stranger's freedom there, 

And seem to warn him never to repeat 366 

His bold intrusion on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
Tho purple bumper trembling it his lip»^ 
Adieu to all mortlity ! if Grace 
Make woiks a Tiia ingredient in the case. 360 
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The Clirisiian hope ia— Waiter, draw the cork — 

If I muitake not — ^Blockhead ! with a fork ! 

Without good works, whatever some may boast} 

Mere folly and delusion — Sir, your toast. 

My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes, 965 

That Heay'n will weigh man's virtues and his crimes 

With nice attention, in a righteous scale, 

And save or damn as these or those prevail. 

I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 

And silence ev'ry fear with — God is just. 370 

But if, perchance, on some dull, drizzling day, 

A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say, ^ 

If thus th' important cause is to be tried. 

Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side ; 

I soon recover from theso needless frights, 375 

And God is merciful — sets all to rights. 

Thus between justice, as my prime support, 

And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 

I glide and steal along with Heav'n in view, 

And — pardon me, tlie bottle stands with you. 380 

I never will believe, the colonel cries, 
The sanguinary schemes that some devise, 
Who make the good Creator on their plan, 
A being of less equity than man. 
If appetite, or what divines call lust, 385 

Which men comply with, e'en because they must, 
Be punish'd with perdition, who is pure ? 
Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is sure. 
If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To ev'ry sudden slip and transient wrong, 390 

Then Heav'n enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless' task, and damns them if they &il. 
My creed, (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene,) 
My creed is, he is safe, that does Iiis best, 385 

And death's a doom sufficient for the nai. 

Right, says an ensign ; and for aught I 
Tour ^th and mine substantially agie« *, 
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The best of ev'ry man's perfemumee here 

la to discharge the duties of his qihere. M 

A Uwyer's dealings should be just and fkir. 

Honesty shines with great advantage there. 

Fasting and pray'r sit well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 

A soldier's best is courage in the field, 405 

With nothing here that wants to be conceai'd . 

Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; 

A hand as lib'ral as the light of day. 

The soldier thus endow'd who never shrinks, 

Nor closets up his thoughts, whate'er he thinks, 410 

Who scorns to do an injury by stealth. 

Must go to Heav'n — and I must drink his health. 

Sir Smug, he cries, (for lowest at the board, 

Just made fiflh chaplain of his patron lord, 

His shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 415 

How much his feelings su^r'd, sat Sir Smug,) 

Tour office is to winnow false from true ; 

Come, Prophet, drink, and tell us, What think yx>u ? 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass. 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass, 4S0 

Fallible man, the church-bred youth replies, 
Is still found fallible, however wise ; 
And difiTring judgments serve but to declare, 
That truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. 
Of all it ever was my lot to read, 4S 

Of criticks now alive, or long since dead, 
The book of all the world that eharm*d me moat 
Wae— well-arday — the title page was loet ; 
The writer well remarks, a heart that knowa 
To take with gimtitude what Heav'n bestowe, 480 
With prudence always ready at oar call, 
To guide our use of it, is all in aO. 
Dowless it is— To which, of my own store, 
I superadd a fow essentials more ; 
But theee, excuse the liberty I take, 495 

/ wanejvMt now, for converealion*a «ike.— 
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ce an oracle, they all ezelaim, 
Right Rer'rend to 8mag*a honoured nune. 
et oar lot ■ giv'n w in a land, 
luy art! are never at a itand ; 440 

Icience points her teleacopick eye, 
with the wonders of the sky ; 
old inquiry, diTinj^ out of sight, 
lany apreeioiispearlof tmthto Hght; 
tanght eludes the persevering quest, 445 

hioo, taste, or hixnry, suggest. ■ 
lore all, in her own light array'd, 
cy's grand apoeal]rpse display'd ! 
red book no longer suffers wrong, 
1 the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 450 

iks with plainness, art oould never mend, 
inplest minds can soonest comprehend, 
as the word, the preachers throng around, 
m his lips, and spread the glorious sound ; 
ind bespeaks Salvation on her way, 465 

npet of a life-rostoring day ; 
rd where England's eastern glory shines, 
he gulfii of her Comubian mines, 
1 it spreads. See Germany send forth 
s* to pour it on the furthest north : 400 

Ji a leal peculiar, they defy 
e and rigour of a polar sky, 
at successfully sweet Sharon's rose 
>lainB, and in eternal snows, 
is'd within th' enclosure of your rocks, 405 
is have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks ; 
liaing streams your fields divide, 
ow rovers*d the villas on their side ; 
es have ye ; no cheerful sound of bird, 
» of turtle in your land is heard; 470 

teful eglantine rogales the smell 
I that walk at evening where ye dwell / 

Moravian Mjsskmaries in QreeiAand. ^«a V^naMi* 

9 



M HOPE. 

But winter, arm'd with terronrs here unknowiii 
Sits absolute on his unshaken throne ; 
Piles up his stores amidst the froien waste. 
And bids the mountains he has built stand fiwt : 
Beckons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, to make your land a prey 
Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won. 
And scorns to share it with the ^stant Son. 
~Yet truth is yours, remote, unenyied ide ! 
And Peace, the genuine offspring of her smile; 
The pride of lettered Ignorance that binds 
In chains of errour our accomplish 'd minib, 
That decks with all the splendour of the traey 
A false religion is unknown to you. 
Nature, indeed, vouchsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night : 
Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow*r, and ev'ry creature here ; 
But brighter beams than his who fires the skies, 
Have ris'n at length on your admiring eyes, 
That shoot into your darkest caves the day, 
From which our nicer opticks turn away. 

Here see the encouragement Grace gives to vi 
The dire effect of mercy without price ! 
What were they ? what some fools are made byi 
They were by nature, atheists head and heart. 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach, 
Was too refin'd for them, beyond their reach. 
Not e*en the glorious Sun, though men revere 
The monarch most, that seldom will appear, 
And tho* his beams, that quicken where (hey shi 
May claim some right to be estoem'd divine, 
Not e'en the Sun, desirable as rare. 
Could bend one knee, engage one votary there ; 
They were, what base Credulity believes 
True Chrirtim are, dissemblers, drunkards, thie' 
The fuU-gorg*d savage, at his nauseous feast 
Spent balfiho dtrkness, and aaoT'd owV. \>i« t«eNn 
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Was one, whom Justice, on an equal pian 
Denouncing death upon the aina of man, 
Might ahnoat have indulg'd with an escape. 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ? — ^Morality may spare 516 

Her grave concern, her kind suspicions there : 
The ¥nretch, who once sang wildly, danc'd, and laughed. 
And 8uck*d in dixzy madness with his draught, 
Has wept a silent flood, revers'd his ways, 
Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays, 520 

Feeds sparingly, communicates his stoiti 
Abhors the crafl he boasted of before, 
And he that stole has leam'd to steal no more. 
Well q>ake the prophet — Let the desert sing. 
Where sprang the thorn, the spiry fir shall springi 5S6 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew, 
Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew. 

Gt> now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 
If self-exalting claims be tum'd adrifl, 530 

And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift ', 
The poor reclaimed inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise, 
Amax*d that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of light, 535 

Shall answer, Hope, sweet Hope, has set me free. 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These amidst scones as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside, 
Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 540 

Play 'd only gan^ls in a frantick mood 
(Yet charge not heavenly skill with having phum'd 
A play thing world, unworthy of his hand ;) 
Cflji see his love, tliough secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamp'd plainly on his works ; 645 
Deem life a blessing with its numerous woes, 
Nor spurn away a gift a God bestows. 
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Hard task indeed o'er arctiek aeaa to roam ! 
Is hope exotick ? grown it not at home ? 
Yes, but an object, bright as orient mom, 
May press the eye too closely to be borne ; 
A distant rirtue we can all confess. 
It hurts our pride, and moves our envy less. 

Leneonomus, (beneath well-sounding Greeki 
I slur a name, a poet must not s p e ak ,) 
Stood pilloried on Infiimy's high stage. 
And bore the pelting scorn of half an age : 
The very butt of Slander, and the blot 
For ev'ry dart that Malice ever shot. 
The man that mentioned him at once diamiaa'd < 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer *d and hiM'd ; 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew. 
And Perjury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence, 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; ( 

A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule ; 
And when by that of reason, a mere fool ; 
The World's best comfort was, his doom was pasad 
Die when he might, he must be damn'd at last. 

Now, Truth, perform thine office ; wafl aaide I 
The curtain drawn by Prejudice and Pride, 
Reveal, (the man is dead) to wond'ring eyes, 
This more than monster in his proper guise. 
He lov'd the world that hated him ; the tear 
That dropp'd upon his Bible was sincere : f 

Assail'd by scandal and the tongue of strife, 
His only answer was a blameless life ; 
And he that forg'd, and he that threw the dart. 
Had each a brother's int'rest in his heart. 
Fanl's love of Christ, and steadiness unbrib*d, C 

Were copied dose in him, and well transerib'd. 
He follow'd Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame, 
His apostoliok charity the same. 
Like him, croas'd cheerfully te m pest n oqe eeae, 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease ) 8 
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I^e him he labour'd, and like him content 
To bear it, suffered shame where'er he went. 
Blush Calunmy ! and write upon hiatomb, 
If honest Eulogy can spare thee room, 
Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies, 600 

Which, aim'd at him, have pierc'd th' offended skies ! 
And say. Blot out my sin, confessed, deplor'd. 
Against thine image, in thy saint, O Lord ! 

No blinder bigot, I maintain it still, 
Than he who most have pleasure, come what will : 
He laughs, whatever weapon Truth may draw, (306 
And deems her sharp artillery mere straw. 
Scripture indeed is plain ; but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to live, 600 

Than this his Maker has seen fit to give ; 
Supple and flexible as Indian cane, 
To take the bend his appetites ordain ; 
Contrived to suit frail Nature's crazy case. 
And reconcile his lust with saving grace. 605 

By this, with nice precision of design. 
He draws upon life's map a zigzag line. 
That shows how &r 'tis safe to foUow sin, 
And where his danger and God's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, aa pleas'd he sports along, 610 

Hia well-pois'd estimate of right and wrong ', 
And finds the modish manners of the day, 
Though loose, as harmless as an infant's play. 

Build by whatever plan Caprice decrees, 
HHith what materials, on what ground you please ; 616 
Your hope shall stand unblam'd, perhaps admir'd, 
If not that hope the Scripture has requir'd. 
The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreamf. 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the publiek eye, 680 

And raise a laugh,) pass unmoleeted by ; 
But if, unblamable in word or thought, 
A man arise, c man whom God has \aL\i%Vv\. 

9* 
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With all Elijah'ii dignity of tone, 

And all the lovo of tlie beloved John, 

To storm the citadeli they build in air. 

And smite the untempor'd wall ; 'tis death to 

To sweep away all refuges of lies, 

And place, instead of quirks themaelvea deriM, 

Ijama sabacthani before their eyes ; 

To prove, that without Christ all gain ia 

AH hope despair, that stands not on his 

Except the few his God may have impressed, 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at 
There dwells a consciousness in ev'ry breast. 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins. 
And he that finds his Heav n must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce ; €40 

And, while religion seems to be her view. 
Hates with a deep sincerity the true : 
For this, of all that ever influenced man, 
Since Abel worsliipp'd, or the world began. 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea, 64S 

But makes him, if at all, completely free ; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car. 
Of an eternal, universal war ; 

Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles, 619 

Scorns with the same indiflTrence frowns and smllas; 
Drives through the realms of Sin, where Riot roeis. 
And grinds liis crown beneath her burning wheels \ 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, art, 
Pow'rs of the mind, and feelings of the heart, 
Insensible of Truth's almighty charms, 666 

Starts at her first approach, and sounds to arms t 
While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fears, 
His eyes shut &st, his fingers in his ears, 
Mighty to parry and posh bj God's word 
With senseless noise, his argoownt tbs nrord, 660 
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Pretends a zeal for godliness and ^race. 
And BpiU abhorrence in the Christian's (ace. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Troth ! make known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own : 
The silent progress of thy pow r is such, €66 

Thy means so feeble, and despis'd so much^ 
That few believe the wonders thou hast wrought. 
And nooe can teach them, but whom thou hast taught. 
O see me sworn to serve thee, and command 
A painter's skill into a poet's hand. G70 

That while I trembling trace a work divine, 
Fancy nay stand aloof from the design. 
And Hght, and shade, and ev'ry stroke be thine. 

If ever thou hast felt another's pain : 
If ever when he sigh'd, hast sigh'd again ; 075 

If ever on thy eyelid stood the tear 
That pity had engendered, drop one here. 
This man was happy — had the World's good word. 
And with it ev'ry joy it can afford ; 
Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at strife, 680 

IVhich roost should sweeten his untroubled lift ; 
Politely learn 'd, and of a gentle race. 
Good breeding and good sense gave all a graeo. 
And whether at the toilette of the fiur 
He laugh'd and trifled, made him welcome tkoro ; Q8S 
Or if in masculine debate he shar'd, 
Ensur'd him mute attention and regard. 
Alas, how chang'd ! Expressive of his mind, ■ 
His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head reclin'd ; 
Those awful syUables, Hell, death, and sin, 600 

Though whisper'd plainly, tell what works within ; 
That Conscience there performs her proper part, 
And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart ; 
Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends, 
He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends ; OOi 
Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care, 
Ajid bardor still as Isani'd bwMath dMpaia ; 
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His hours no lon^r pass onmark'd away, 

A dark importance saddens ey*ry day ; 

He hears the notice of the clock perplex'd, 700 

And criesi Perhaps eternity strikes next ; 

Sweet masick is no longer musick here, 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear ; 

His grief the world of all her pow'r disanns, 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms; 705 

God's holy word, once trivial in his view. 

Now by the voice of his experience true. 

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 

Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 

Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 710 
Say man's a worm, and pow'r belongs to G^. 

As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have justly doom'd for somo atrocious cause, 
£xpects in darkness and heart chilling fears, 
The shameful close of all his mispent years ; 715 

If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 
A tempest usher in the dreaded mom, 
Upon his dungeon walls the lightnings play, 
The thunder seems to summon him away. 
The warder at the door his key applies, 990 

Shoots back the bolt, and all his courage dies . 
If then, just then, all thoughts of mercy lost. 
When hope, long ling'ring, at last yields the ghoity 
The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear, 
He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 795 

A transport glows in all he looks and speaks, 
And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 
Joy, far superiour joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 
Invades, possesses, and overwhelms the soul 790 

Of him, whom Hope has with a touch made whole. 
Tis Heaven, all Heav'n descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; 
Tis more — 'tis God diffbs*d through er'ry part| 
Tis (rod himself triumphant iu his heart. 735 
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O welcome now tho Sun'a once hated light 
His noonday beams wore never half lo bright. 
Not kindred minde alone are call'd t' emploj 
Their hoars, their days, in list'ning to his joy ; 
Unconscious nature all that he surveys, 740 

Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in his 
praise. 

These are thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 
The scoff of wither 'd age and beardless youth : 
These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin : 745 

But these shall last when night has queneh*d the 

pole, 
And Heav*n is all departed as a scroll. 
And when, as Justice has long since decreed, 
This earth shall blaze, and a new world succeed. 
Then these thy glorious works, and they iHio share 
That hope, which can alone exclude despair, 751 

Shall live exempt from weakness and decay, 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no &ble with his song,) 756 

Whose lines uniting, by an honest art, 
The &ithful monitor's, and poet's part. 
Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind, 
And while they captivate, inform the mind : 
Still happier, if he tiU a thankful soil, TOO 

And fruit reward his honourable toil : 
B«t happier Skr, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Judah'a hallow'd gate : 
Their language simple, as their manners maek ; 
No shining ornaments have they to seek ; 765 

Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents waste, 
In sorting flow'rs to suit a fickle taste ; 
Bat while they speak the wisdom of the skies, 
Whieh art can only darken and disguise, 
Th' abundant harvest, recompense divine, 77Q 

Repays their work — ^the gleaning only mVii«. 
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Qua nihil majus tnelmne terrii 
Faia donax^ertf bonique divi ; 
Nee dalmid, quamvis rtdeoofd m 
TtMoovtk priscutn. 

HoR.lib. iv.Od. 2. 



FAIREST and foremost of the train, that wait 
On man's most dignified and happiest state, 
Whether we name thee Charity or Love, 
Chief grace below, and all in all above. 
Prosper, (I press thee with a pow'rfnl plea,) 
A task I venture on, impell'd by thee : 
O never seen but in thy bless'd effects. 
Or felt but in the soul that Heav*n selects ; 
Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee kaowB 
To other hearts, must have thee in his own. 
Come, prompt me with benevolent desires, 
Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires, 
And though disgrac'd and slighted, to redeem 
A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ever on a social plan, 
By various ties attaches man to man : 
He made at first, though firee and unconfin'd, 
One man the common fiOher of the kind ; 
That ev*ry tribe, though plic'd as he sees beat, 
Where seas or deserts part them firoro the rest, 
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DifiTring in lanjruage, maimera, or in face, 

Might feel themaelyes allied to all the race. 

When Cook — lamented, and with tears as jut 

As ever mingled with heroick dust, 

Steer*d Britain's oak into a world unknown, 95 

And in his country's glory sought his own, 

Wherever he found man, to nature true. 

The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 

He sooth'd with gifts, and greeted with a smile. 

The simple native of the new-found isle ; 30 

He spum'd the wretch that slighted or withstood 

The tender argument of kindred blood. 

Nor would endure that any should control 

His freebom brethren of the southern pole. 

But though some nobler minds a law respeeti 35 
That none shall with impunity neglect, 
In baser souls unnumbered evils meet, 
To thwart its influence and its end defeat. 
While Cook is lov'd for savage lives ho sav'd. 
See Cortex odious for a world enslav'd ! 40 

Where wast thou then, sweet Charity ! where than 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless men ; 
Wast thou in monkish cells and nunn'ries found, 
Or building hospitals on English ground .' 
No^ — ^Mammon makes the world his legatee 45 

Through fear, not love : and Heav'n abhors the fte : 
Wherever found, (and all men need thy care,) 
Nor age nor infancy could find thoo there. 
The hand that slew till it could slay no more. 
Was glued to the sword hilt with Indian gore. 50 

Their prince, as justly seated on his throne. 
As vain imperial Philip on his own, 
Trick'd out of all his royalty by art, 
That stripped him bare, and broke his lionest heart, 
Diecl by the sentence of a sliaven priest, 55 

For scorning what they taught him to detest. 
How dark the veil tliat intercepts tho VAaoA 
OfHeMv'n's mysterious purposes aud vja^^ •, 
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God stood not, though ho aeeni'd to ftaiKi, aloof; 
And at this hour the conqu'ror feels the proof; H 
The wreath he won drew down an instant oime, 
The fretting plague is in the publick parse. 
The canker'd spoil corrodes the pining state, 
Starv'd by that indolence their mines create. 

O could their ancient Incas rise again, 65 

How would they take up Israel's taunting stndn ! 
Art thou too fall'n, Iberia ? Do we see 
The robber and the murderer week as wo ? 
Thou, that hast wasted earth, and dar*d despise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies, 70 

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid 
Low in the pits thine avarice has made. 
We come with joy from our eternal rest, 
To see tb' oppressor in his turn oppress'd. 
Art thou the god, the thunder of whose hand 7b 

Roll'd over all our desolated land. 
Shook principalities and kingdoms down, 
And made the mountains tremble at his frown f 
The sword shall light upon thy boasted pow'rs, 
And waste them, as thy sword has wasted oim. 60 
Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils, 
And Vengeance executes what Justice wills. 

Again — ^the band of commerce was designed 
T* associate all the branches of mankind ; 
And if a boundless plenty be the robe, 85 

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe. 
Wise to promote whatever end he means, 
God opens fruitful nature's various scenes : 
Each climate needs what other climes produce, 
And offers something to the gen'ral use ; 90 

Ho land but listens to the common call, 
And in return receives supply from all. 
This genial intercourse, and mutual aid. 
Cheers what were else a universal sliade, * 

Cdh nature from hor ivy-mantled den, 95 

Aud so/lentf human rock-work \nltQ tki«i%. 
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Ingenious Art, with her expretaive fkce. 
Steps forth to ftahion and refine the race ; 
Not only fiUs neeeesity's demand, 
Bat overchargee her capacioua hand : 100 

Capricioui taste itself can crave no mora 
Than she supplies from her abounding store : 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask, 
And gains new vigour at her endless task. 
Her's is the ^acious arch, the shapely spirsi 106 

The painter's pencil, and the poet's lyre ; 
From her the canvass borrows light and shade, 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade. 
She guides the finger o'er the dancing keys, 
Gives difficulty all the grace of ease, 110 

And pours a torrent of sweet notes around, 
Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gifts of Art, and Art thrives most 
Where Commerce has enriched the busy coast. 
He catches all improvements in his flight, 115 

Spreads foreign wonders in his country's sight. 
Imports what others have invented well, 
And stirs his own to match them, or excel. 
Tis thus reciprocating, each with each, 
Alternately the nations learn and teach ; IdO 

While providence enjoins to ev'ry soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whole. 

Heav*n speed the canvass, gallantly unfurl'd 
To furnish and accommodate a world. 
To give the pole the produce of the sun, LK 

And knit th' unsocial climates into one. — 
Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to save. 
To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of Opulenq^ in Sorrow's &cew^- ISO 

Let nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen, 
In^pede the bark, that ploughs the deep serene. 
Charg'd with a flight, transcending in its worth 
The gems of India, Nature's rarest bvtVVi, 
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That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's commandi, Itt 

A herald of God*8 love to pagan lands. 

But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what praj*r, 

For merchants rich m cargoes of despair. 

Who drive a loathsome traffick, g&iig<)» u^d span. 

And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 140 

The tender ties of father, husband, friend, 

AH bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breilb, ' 

A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warriour, frantick with regret 145 

Of her he loves, and never ean forget, 

looses in tears the far-receding shore, « 

But not the thought, that they must meet no more ; 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow, 

What has he left, that he can yet forego ? 150 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resi^n'd. 

He foels his body's bondage in his mind : 

Puts off his gen'rous nature ; and, to suit 

His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 

O most degrading of all ills, that wait 155 

On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 
All otlier sorrows Virtue may endure. 
And find submission more than halTa cure *, 
Grief is itself a med'cine, and bestow'd 
T' improve the fortitude that bears the load, 160 

To teach the wand'rcr, as his woes increase, 
The path of W'isdom, all whoso paths are peace ; 
But slav'ry ! — Virtue dreads it as her grave : 
Patience itself is meanness in a slave ; 
Or if the will and sovereignty of God 165 

Bid suffer it awhile, and kiss the rod, 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, 
And snap the cliain the niomrnt when you ma\'. 
Nature imprints upon whate'cr we nee, 
That has a heart and life in it. Be free : 170 

The beasts are chartor'd — neither age nor force 
Can qucU the love of freedom in a horse : 
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He breaks the cord, that held hlin at the rack ; 

And coiuciouB of an unencumbcr'd back, 

Snuflg up the morning air, forgets the rein ; 175 

Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane ; 

Responsive to the* distant neigh he neighs ; 

Nor stops till, overleaping all delays, 

lie finds the pasture where his fellows graze. 

* Canst thou, and honour'd with a Christian name. 

Buy what is woman bom, and feel no shame ; 181 

Trade in the blood of innocence, and plead 

Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 

So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold 

To quit the forest and invade the fold : 185 

So may the ruffian, who with ghostly glide. 

Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedside , 

Not he, but his emergence, fbrc'd the door, 

He found it inconvenient to be poor. 

Has God then giv'n its sweetness to the cane, 190 

Unless his laws be trampled on — ^in vain ? 

Built a brave world, which cannot yet subsist. 

Unless his right to rule it be dismiss'd ? 

Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads, 

And Av'rice being judge, with ease succeeds. 196 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just, 
That man makes man his prey, because he must ; 
Still there is room for pity to abate 
And sooth the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Briton knows, or if he knows* it not, 900 

The scripture plac'd within his reach, he ought, 
That souls have no discriminating hue, 
Alike important in their Maker's ?iew ; 
That none are free from blemish since the fall, 
And Love divine has paid one price for all. 205 

The wretch that works and weeps without relief, 
Has one that notices his silent grief. 
He, from whose hands alono all pow'r proceeds. 
Ranks its abuse arnon^ tlio foulest deeds, 
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Conaidera all injustice with a frown ', SiO 

But marks the man, that treads his fellow doirn. 

Begone— the whip and bell in that hard hand 

Are hateful ensigrns of usurped command. 

Not Mexico could purchase kings a claim 

To scourge him, weariness his only blame. 95 

Remember, Heav'n has an avenging rod ; 

To smite the poor is treason against God. 

Trouble is grudgingly, and hardly brook'd, 

While life's sublimest jojrs are overlook'd : 

We wander o'er a sun-burnt thirsty soil. 

Murmuring and weary of our daily toil, 

Forget t* enjoy the palm-tree's ofTer'd shade^ 

Or taste the fountain in^he neighbooring glttde : 

Else who would lose that had the pow*r to im p roy : 

The occasion of transmuting fear to lore ? 

'tis a godlike privilege to save, 
And he that scorns it is himself a slave. 
Inform his mind ; one flash of heavenly day 
Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away. 
" Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed, 
And slaves, by truth enlarg'd, are doubly freed. 
Then would he say, submissive at thy feet. 
While gratitude and love made service tweet. 
My dear deliv'rer out of hopeless night, 
Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

1 was a bondman on my native plain, 
Sin forg'd, and Ignorance made fest the chain*. 
Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew, 
Taught me what path to shun, and what panne ; 
Farewell my former joys ! I sigh no more 
For Africa's once lov'd, benighted shore ; 
Serving a benefeotor I am free ; 
At my best home, if not exil'd from thee. 
Some men make gain a fbontain, whence pr oce ed 
A stream of lib'ral and heraiek deeds ; 
The swell of pity, not to be confin'd 
Within the scanty limits of thf. nuivd, 
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Diidaiiui the bank, and throwa the golden nndi, 

A rich depoait on the bord'ring lands : 

Theae have an ear for hia paternal call, 850 

Who makee some rich for the supply of all ; 

God's gift with pleasure in his praise empby ; 

And Thornton is familiar with the joy. 

O could I worship aught beneath the akios. 
That earth haa seen, or fancy can devise, 256 

Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand, 
Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 
With fragrant turf, and flow'rs as wild and fiur 
As ever dress'd a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly as ever on the mountain's height 200 

The peep of morning shed a dawning light ; 
Again when Ev'ning in her sober vest 
Drew the gray curtain of the fading west. 
My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise. 
For the chief blessings of my fidrest days : 266 

But that were sacrilege — praise is not thine, 
Bat his who gave thee, and preserves thee mine : 
Else I would say, and aa I spake bid ^ 
A captive bird into the boundless sl^, 
This triple realm adores thee — thou art eorae 270 

From Sparta hither, and art here at home, 
We feel thy force still active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly pow'r, 
While Conscience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no superiour but the God she fears. 276 

Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffer'd and our land, too long. 
Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that ahare 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care. 
Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 280 

To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 
Bnt shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, uid floodt 
Are mighty mischiefji, not to be withstood ; 
And honest Merit stands on slipp'ry ground 
Where covert guile and artifice aboxmd. . . V^ 
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Let just Refrtraint, for publick peace deai^'d. 
Chain np thn wolves and tigeni of mankind ; 
The foe of virtue his no claim to thee, 
But let insolvent Innocence fro free. 

Patron of else the most despis'd of men. 
Accept the tribute of a Ktrangrer's pen ; 
Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed, 
Should bo the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
I may alarm tlice, but I fear the shame, 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim.) 
I must incur, forgetting Hovard^s name. 
Blen'd with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine, 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow, 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of wo, 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring hoi 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge such as only dungeons teach, 
And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 
That grief, sequester'd from the publick stage, 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal, 
The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 
O that the voice of clamour and debate, 
That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 
Were hush'd in favour of thy genYous plea, 
The poor thy clients, and Heav*n*s smile thy fe< 
Philosophy, that does not dream or stray, 
Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way : 
Compasses earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever step Inquiry recommends, 
Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Ronnd other systems onder her control, 
Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light 
That cV«Bri the silent joamej of the night, 
And brings at his retnm a boaom chuf 'd 
With rich Instrootion, and a soul enlarg'd. 
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The treasur'd iWMts of tiie eapeeioua i^an, 

That Heay'n wptemda wide htfin the tiew of oMtit 

AH prompt his pleas'd panmit, and to panroe 306 

Still prompt him with a pleasure always new ; 

He too has a eonnectin^f pow'r, and draws 

Man to the centre of the common oaose. 

Aiding a dubions and deficient sight 

With a new mediora and a porer light. 380 

All tmth is precious, if not all divine ; 

Add what dUatei the pow'rs must needs refine. 

He reads the akiee, and, watching ey'ry diange^ 

Provides the faculties an ample range ; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 396 

A prouder station on the general scale. 

Bat Reason still, unless divinely taught, 

Whate'er she learns, learns nothing as she ought ; 

The lamp of revelation only shows, 

What human wisdom cannot but oppose, 340 

That mfcn, in nature's richest mantle clad, 

AhI graced, with all philosophy can add, 

Though fair without, and luminous within, 

Is stiU the progeny and heir of sin. 

Thus taught, do¥m falls the plumage of his pride, 316 

He feels his need of an unerring guide, 

And knows that fidling he shall rise no more, 

Unless the pow*r that bade him stand, restore. 

This is indeed philosophy ; this known 

Bfakes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own ; 3S0 

And without this, whatever be discuss, 

Wltother the space between the stars and us, 

Whether he measure earth, ccnnpute the sea. 

Weigh sunbeams, carve a fly, or split a flea ; 

The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 366 

Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still : 

B&ad was he bom, and his misguided eyes 

Grown dim in trifling studies, blind be dies. 

Self-knowledge truly leam'd, ef couraa iia^ina 

The rieb po momoa lof a nobler priie *, ^^ 
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For self to self, and God to man reveal'd, 

(Two themes to Nature's eye for erer teard^) 

Arc taught by rays^ that fly with equal pace 

From the same centre of enlight'ning grace. 

Here stay tliy foot, how copious, and how clear, 366 

Th' o'orflowiug well of Charity springs here ! 

Hark ! 'tis the musick of a thousand rills. 

Some through the groves, some down the alopiiig hiUit 

Winding a secret or an open course, 

And all supplied from an eternal source. 370 

The ties of nature do but feebly bind, 

And Commerce partially reclaims mankind ; 

Philosophy, without his heavenly guide. 

May blow up self-conceit, and nourish pride. 

But, while his province is the reas'ning part, 375 

Has still a veil of midnight on his heart *, 

'Tis truth divine, exhibited on earth. 

Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose, (when thought is warm and fancy flows, 
What will not argument sometimes suppose ?) 
An isle possess'd by creatures of our kind. 
Endued with reason, yet by nature blind. 
Let supposition lend her aid once more. 
And land some grave optician on the shore : 
He claps his lens, if haply they may see. 
Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 
But finds, that though his tubes assist the tight, 
They cannot give it, or make darkness light. 
He reads wise lectures,, and describes olood 
A sense they know not, to the wond*riiig crowd : 390 
He talks of light, and the prismatick hoes. 
As men of depth in erudition use ; 
But all he gains for his harangue is — ^Well, — 
What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 

The sool, whose sight all-qmek'ning grace renews, 
Takes the resemblance of the good she views, 306 
As diamonds stripped of their opaque disguise, 
R9Sert the nr9nday i^Wy of VWe «Vi«a. 
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She speaks of himy her author, guardian, friend, 

Whose love knew no beguming, knows no end, 400 

In language warm as all that love inspires. 

And in the glow of her intense desires, 

Pants to communicate her noble fires. 

She sees a world stark blind to what employs 

Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing joys ; 406 

Though wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 

Flies to save some, and feels a pang for all : 

Herself as weak as her support is strong. 

She Ibels that frailty she denied so long ; 

And, from a knowledge of her own disease, 410 

Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 

Here see, acquitted of all vain protenoe. 

The reign of genuine Charity commence. 

Though seom repay her sympathetick tears, 

She still is kind and still she perseveres ; 415 

The truth she loves a sightless world Uaspheme, 

Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream. 

The danger they discern not, they deny ; 

Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 

But still a soul thus touch'd can never cease, 490 

Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 

Pota in her aim, and in her temper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakness of a ehild t. 

She makes excuses where she might condemn, 

Revil'd by those that hate her, prays tat them , 496 

Suspicion hirks not in her artless breast, 

Tbe worst suggested, she believes the best ; 

Not soon piovok'd, however stung and teai'd, 

And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeas'd ; 

She rather Waves than will dispute her right, 430 

And injur'd, makes forgiveness her ddight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew, 
The bright original was one he knew ; 
Heav*n held his hand, the likeness must be true. 

When one, that holds communion Withthib Wkawi^ 
Has fiU'd /lis um whnn these pure watera Tm, ^B^ 



1 uu gaio intbmis us, laden wit 
\[ Some seek, when queasy coi 

To lull the painful malady witl 
But charity not feij^'d, intend 
Another's good — theirs' ccntrci 
u And too short-liv*d to reach the 

■ Must cease for ever when the i 

Flavia, most tender of her own 
Is ratlier careless of her sister's 
Her superfluity the poor supplic 
Bat, if she touch a character, it 
The seeming virtue weigh 'd ago 
She deems all safe, for she has p 
No charity but alms ought value 
I L Except in porcelain on her mant 

* I How many deeds, with which tli 

' From Pride, in league with Igno 

But God o'errulcs all human foil 
And bends tlie tough materials ti 
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Till findingi what he might have found before, 475 

A imaller piece amidnt the precious store, 

Pinch'd close between his finger and his thumb, 

He half exhibits and then drops the sum. 

Gold to be sure ! — Throughout the town 'tis told. 

How the good squire gives never less than gold. 480 

From motives such as his, though not the best, 

Springs in due time supply for the distross'd ; 

Not less effectual than what love bestows, 

Except that office clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend, 485 

And wound the grace I mean to recommend, 
{Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine,) 
Once more I would adopt the graver stylo, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile, 490 

Unless a love of virtue light the flame, 
Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame ; 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips others' bare : 
Affects indeed a most humane concern, 496 

That men, if gently tutor 'd, will not learn ; 
The mulish Folly, not to be reclaim'd 
By softer methods, must be made asham'd ; 
But, (I might instance in St. Patrick's dean,) 
Too often rails to gratify his spleen. 500 

Most sat'rists are indeed a pubUck scourge : 
Their mildest physick is a farrier's purge ; 
Their acid temper turns, as soon as stirr'd, 
The milk of their good purpose all to curd. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse, 505 

By lean despair upon an empty purse. 
The wild assassins start into the street, 
Prepar'd to poniard whomsoo'cr they meet. 
Xo skill in swordnianuhip, however just, 
Can be secure against a madman's thrust ; 510 

And even Virtue, so unfairly raateh'd, 
Although immortal, may be pricWd oi ^cr^XAV^ 
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When Scandal has new-minted an old lie, 
Or tax'd invention for a fresh supply, 
Tis call'd a satire, and the world appears 6U 

Gath'ring around it with erected ears : 
A thousand names are toas*d into the crowd ; 
Some whisper'd softly, and some twang'd aloud ; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Sug^rests it safe or dangerous to bo plain — 6B0 

Strange ? how the frequent interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 
Th' important letters that include the rest, 
Serve as a key to those that are suppressed ; 
Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw, 525 

The world is charm'd, and Scrib escapes the law. 
So, when the cold damp shades of night preyail, 
Worms may be caught by either head or tail ; 
Forcibly drawn from many a close receas, 
They meet with little pity, no redress ; 539 

Plung'd in the stream, they lodge upon the mud, 
Food for the famish 'd rovers of the flood. 
All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is more pretence ; 
A bold remark, but which if well applied, 535 

Would humble many a tow'ring poet's pride. 
Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit, 
And had no other play place for his wit ', 
Perhaps enchanted with the love of &me. 
Ho sought the jewel in his neighbour's shame ; 540 
Perhaps — ^whatever end he might pursue, 
The cause of virtue could not be hb view. 
At ev'ry stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 
The turns are quick, the polish'd points surpriee, 
But shine with cniel and tremendous charms, 545 
That, while they please, possess us with alarms ; 
So have I seen, (and hastened to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight,) 
Where stands that monument of ancient pow'r, 
Nua^d with emphatick digiuty, the Tow'r, 560 
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Guas, halbertSy iwofdi, and piMols, gtmi and mmII, 

In itmrry tbrnm diipo«*d upon the wall ; 

We w(mder, aa we grazing atand below, 

That braiB and ateel ahoold make ao fine a ahow ; 

But though we praiie th* exact deaigner'a akilly 666 

Account them impIementB of mischief atUl. 

No works shall find acceptance in that day, 
When all disgnisoa shall be rent away, 
That square not tmlj with the Scripture plan, 
Nor spring from lore to Ood, or love to man. 665 

As he ordains things sordid in their birth 
To be resolv'd into their parent earth ; 
And though the soul shall seek superioor orbs, 
Whate'er this world produces it absorbs ; 
So self starts nothing, but what tends apace 566 

Home to the goal, where it began the race. 
Soeh as our motive is, our aim must be ; 
If this be servile, that can ne*er be free : 
If self employ us, whatsoe'er is wrought, 
We gkariiy that self, not him we ought ; 690 

Such virtues had need prove their own reward, 
The judge of all men owes them no regard. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nurs'd. 
Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 
Thrives against hope, and in the rudest scene, 816 
Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 
Eznb'rant is the shadow it supplies, 
Its fruit on earth, ita growth above the skies. 
To look at him who form'd us and redeem*d, 
So glorious now, though once so disesteem'd, 860 
To see a God stretch forth his human hand, 
T* uphold the boundless scenes of his command ; 
To recollect that in a form like ours, 
He bruis*d beneath his feet th* infernal powers, 
Captivity led captive, rose to claim 565 

The wreath he won so dearly in our name ; 
That, thron'd above all height, he condMft«nAa 
To call the few that trust in him his fi'i^iv^ \ 

Vol. J. 11 
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That in Um heav'n of haav^, thtl ipaoe he 

Tooacanty for th* exertion of his heams, S9Q 

And shines as if impatient to bestow 

Life and a kin^om upon worms below ; 

That sight imparts a never-djring flame, 

Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 

Like him the soul thus kindled from aboTO 695 

Spreads wide her arms of universal love : 

And| still enlarged as she receives the grace, 

Includes creation in her close embrace. 

Behold a christian ! — and without the fires 

The founder of that name alone inspires, 60O 

Though all accomplishment, all knowledge meet 

To make the shining prodigy complete, 

Whoever boasts that name--behold a cheat ! 

Were love, in these the world's last doting years 

As frequent 08 the want of it appears, 606 

The churches warm*d, they would no longer hold 

Such frozen figures, stiff as they are cold ; 

Relenting forms would lose their pow'r, or cease ; 

And e*en the dipp'd and sprinkled live in peace : 

Each heart would quit its prison in the breast, 610 

And flow in free communion with the rest. 

The statesman, skill'd in projects dark and deep, 

Might bum his useless Machiavel, and deep ; 

His budget often fill'd, yet always poor, 

Might swing at ease behind his study door, 615 

No longer prey upon our annual rents. 

Or scare the nation with its big contents : 

Disbanded legions freely might depart. 

And slaying man would cease to be an art. 

No learned disputants would take the field, 69D 

Sue not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 

Both aides deceived, if rightly understood, 

Pelting each other for the publick good. 

Did charity prevail, the press would prove 

A yeUele of virtue, truths and love ; 685 
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And I might spare myself the paint to ahow 

What few can learn, and all auppoae they know. 

Thus have I sought to grace a serioqs lay 

With many a wild, indeed, but flow'ry spray, 

In hopes to gain what else I must have lost, 

Th' attention pleasure has so much engro«*d. 

But if unhappily decoiy'd I dream, 

And prove too weak for so diTine a theme, 

Let Charity forgive me a mistake, 

That leal, not vanity, has chanc*d to make, 

And spare the poet for his subject's sake. 
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JVmm neque metanimnvemenHM nbiha mutri. 
Nee percuuajtamitJhKtu tarn lUcra, ntc fum 
SaxUaa wtar deewrragAjkmina. voiles, 

ViRO. Eel. 5. 



THOUGH xuLture weigh our talents, and dispei 
To eT*ry man his modicum of sense, 
And ConTersation in its better part 
May be esteem'd a ^rift, tnd not an art, 
Tet much depends, as in the tiller's toil, 
On culture and the sowing of the soil. 
/^ Words leamM bj rote a parrot may rehearse, 
\ But talking is not always to converse ; 
Not more distinct from harmony divine. 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 
As Alphabets in ivory employ. 
Hour after hour, the yet unlettered boy, 
Sorting and punling with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science, called his A B C ; 
So language in the mouths of the adnlty 
MHitness its insignificant result, 
Too often provw an implement of play, 
A toy to ^ort with, and pass time away. 
CoDeet at evening what the day brought ibrth, 
Cffmpnn the turn into its tdUd worth, 
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And if it weigh the importance of a fly, 

The acalefl are ftlae, or algebra a lie, 

Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few reqMCt or use thee as they ought ! 

Bat all shall give account of ev*ry wrong, 95 

Who dare diahonour or defile the tongue ; 

Who proftitote it in the cause of vice. 

Or sell their glory at the market price ; 

Who Tote for hire, or point it with lampoon. 

The dear-bought placeman, and the cheap builbon. 3Q 

There is a prurience in Uie speech of some. 
Wrath stays him, or else God would strike them domb : 
His wise forbearance has their end in fiew. 
They fill their measure, and receive their doe. 
The heathen lawgivers of ancient days, 96 

Names almost worthy of a Christian's praise. 
Would drive them forth from the resort of men. 
And shut up ev'ry satyr in his den. 
O come not ye near innocence and truth, 
Te worms that eat into the bud of youth ; 40 

Infectious as impure, your blighting pow*r 
Taints in its rudiments the promised flow'r ; 
Its odour perish'd, and its ehanning hue. 
Thenceforth tis hatefhl, fi>r It smells of yon. 
Not e'en the vigorous and headlong rage 45 

Of adolescence, or a firmer age, 
Aiibrds a plea allowable or just. 
For making speech the pamperer of hist ; 
But when the breath of age commits the fimk, 
'TIS nauseous as the vapour of a vault. 50 

So withor'd stumps disgrace the sylvan seene. 
No longer fruitful, and no longer green ; 
The si^lees wood divested of the bark. 
Grows ftmgous, and takes &n at ev'ry spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul obaervea, all stiift 56 

Some men have surely then a peaoeftd lifc : 
Whatever sobieet occupy discomae, 
The fiNUtf of Vettris, or the navi\ (entft, 

11 - 
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AMereration bluftering in jonr ftoe 
Makes contradiction iuch a hopelMi oase : 
In ev'ry tale thej tell, or &lae, or true, 
Well known, or aaeh as no man ever knew, 
Tfaey fix attention, heedleaa of your pain, 
With oaths like rivets forced into the brain ; 
And e'en when sober tmth prevails throngfaoot, 
They swear it, till affirmance breeds a donbl. 
A Persian, komble servant of the son. 
Who, though devout, yet bigotry had none. 
Hearing a lawyer, grave in his address. 
With adjurations ev'ry word impress. 
Supposed the man a bishop, or at least, 
God's name so much upon his lips, a priest ! 
Bow'd at the close with all his graceful airs, 
And begg'd an int'rest in his frequent pray*rs. 

Go quit the rank to which ye stood preferr'd. 
Henceforth associate in one common herd ', 
Religion, virtue, reason, common sense, 
Pronounce your human form a false pretence ; 
A mere disguise, in which a devil lurks, 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works. 

Ye pow'rs who rule the tongue, if such theve ara, 
And make colloquial happiness your care, 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hats, 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of arguments and jar of words. 
Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swords, 
Decide no question with their tedious length, 
(For opposition gives opinion strength) 
Divert the fthampions prodigal of breath, 
And put the peaoeably dispos'd to death. 

thwart me not, 8ir Soph, at ev*fy tim» 
Nor earp at •v*ry flaw yon may diweni ', 
Tlwugh syUogisBMi hang not on my tmgaa, 

1 am not sorely always in thn wrong : 
Tis hard if an is &]aa thU I advMon, 

A fyol mwH now and tKoB be i\|£^ Vf ^Vnnna. 
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Not all thit freedom of dinent I blame ; 

No— there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point, is no man*B ground ; 

Rove where you pleaie, tia common all arouad. 100 

Discourse may want an animated — ^No, 

To brush the aorfiicei and to make it flow ; 

But still remember, if you mean to please^ 

To press your point with modesty aiid ease, 

The mark at which my juster aim I take, 106 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set your opinion at whatever pitch, 

Knots and impediments make something hitch i 

Adopt his own, tts equally in vain, 

Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 110 

The wrangler, rather than accord with you, 

WiD judge himself deceiv'd, and prove it too. 

Vociferated logick kills me quite, 

A noisy man is always in the right — 

I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 116 

Fix on the wainscoat a distressful stare. 

And when I hope his blunders are all out. 

Reply discreetly — To be sure — ^no doubt ! 

Dubioug is such a scrupulous good man — 

Yes — you may catch him tripping, if you can. ISO 

He would not with a peremptory tone, 

Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 

With hesitation admirably slow, 

Ho humbly liopes — presumes — ^it may be m. 

His evidence, if he were call'd by law 186 

To swear to some enormity he saw, 

For want of prominence and just relief, 

Would hang an honest man, and save a thief 

Through constant dread of giving truth ofienoe, 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense ; 130 

Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not i 

What he remembers, seems to have forgot : 

His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befiJl, 

Cent'rJ0;g at last in having noiiA al «3\ 
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Tet, though he tean and balk your liafning Mr> 185 
He makes one uaefiil point exceeding clear ; 
Howe'er ingeniouB on hia darling theme 
A iceptick in philoiophy may aeemi 
Reduc'd to practice, hia beloved role 
Would only prove him a consummate fedl : 140 

Useless in hhn alike both brain and speechi 
Fate having plac*d all truth above his reach, 
His ambiguities his total sum. 
He might as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb. 
Where men of judgment creep and feel their way, 145 
The positive pronounce without dismay ; 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 
Without the means of knowing right &om wrong, 
They always are decisive, clear, and strong; 150 

Where othere toil with philoeophick Ibrce, 
Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course ; 
Flings at your head conviction in the lump, 
And gains remote conclusions at a jump : 
Their own defect invisible to them, 156 

Seen in another, they at once condemn ; 
And, though self-idolized in ov'ry case. 
Hate their own likeness in a brother's &ce. 
The cause is plain, and not to be denied, 
The proud are always most provok*d by pride, 100 
Few competitions but engender spite ; 
And those the most, where neither has a right. 
The point of honour has been deem'd of use. 
To teach good mannere and to curb abuse ; 
Admit it true, the consequence is clear, 105 

Our polish'd mannen are a mask we wear. 
And, at the bottom barbarous still and rode. 
We are restrained, indeed, but not sobdn'd. 
The very remedy, however suroy 
Springs from the mischief it intends to cure. 170 

Ajid savage in its principle ^ipears, 
Tned u it should br. by the ftvaX tX >mix«. 
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Tui hard, indeed if nothing will defend 

Mankind from qnarrels but their fiital end ; 

That now and then a hero must deceaae, 195 

That the surviving world may live in peace. 

Perhaps at last cloee scrutiny may show 

The practice dastardly, and mean, and low ; 

That men engage in it compelled by force, 

And fear, not courage, is its proper sourooi 180 

The fear of tyrant custom, and the ftar 

Lest fops should censure us, and fools should Biaer. 

At least to trample on our Maker's laws. 

And hazard lile for an^ or no cause, 

To rush into a fiz'd eternal state 166 

Out of the very flames of rage and hate, 

Or send another shiv'ring to the bar 

With all the guilt of such unnatural war. 

Whatever Use may urge, or Honour plead. 

On Reason's verdict is a madman's deed. 190 

Am I to set my life upon a throw, 

Because a bear is rude, and surly ? No— 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 

Will not affiront me ; and no other can. 

Were I empower'd to regulate the lists, 195 

They should encounter with well-loaded fists ! 

A Trojan combat would be something new, 

Let Daret beat Entellus black and Une ; 

Then each might show, to his admiring fiiends. 

In honourable bumps his rich amends, SOO 

And carry in contusions of his skuU, 

A satisfiictory receipt in full. 

A story, in which native humour reigns, 
Is often useful, always entertains : 
A graver Act, enlisted on your side, 905 

May furnish illustration, well i^lied; 
Bot sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience foils. 
*Tis the most asinine employ on earth, 
To hear them tell of parentage and biilVi, ^^ 
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And echo converaationi, dull and dry , 

Embellished with — He said, and So rndd I. 

At ev'ry intoryiew their rcmte the same, 

The repetition makes attention lame : 

We bustle up with unsuecess^ speed, 915 

And in the raddest part cry — DrM indeed ! 

The path of narrative with care pursue, 

Still making probability your clew ; 

On all the yestiges of truth attend, 

And let them guide you to a decent end. S90 

Of all ambitions man may entertain. 

The worst, that can invade a sickly brain, 

Is that, which angles hourly for surprise, 

And baits its hook with prodigies and lies. 

Credulous infancy, or age as weak, S95 

Are fittest auditors for such to seek. 

Who to please others will themselves disgrace, 

Tet please not, but affiront you to your face. 

A great retailer of this curious ware 

Having unloaded and made many stare, 230 

Can this bo true .' — an arch observer cries, 

Yes, (rather mov*d) I saw it with these eyes ; 

Sir ! I bolieve it on that ground alone ; 

I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should be judicious, clear, succinct ; 235 

The language plain, and incidents well link*d ; 
Tell not as new what ev*ry body knows. 
And, new or old, still hasten to a close ; 
There, cent'ring in a focus round and neat. 
Let all your rays of information meet. 940 

What neither yields us profit nor delight 
Is like a nurse's lullaby at night ; 
Guy, Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanor, 
Or giant-killing Jack, would pleaM me more. 

The pipe, with sokonn interposing puff, SMS 

Bfakes half a nntence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sagee drop the drowsy strain, 
Then p^uae, and pafT— and ipQak, imi ^^aaie afthi. 
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Such often, like the tube they so admire, 

Important triflers ! have more smoke than firo. 250 

Pernicious weed ! whose scent the fair annoys ; 

Unfriendly to society's chief joys, 

Thy worst ofToct is banishing ibr hours 

The sex, whoso presence civilizes ours : 

Thou art indeed the drug a gard'ner wants, 256 

To poison yermin that infest bin plants ', 

But are w so to wit and beauty blind, 

As to despise the glory of our kind. 

And show the softest minds and fairest forms 

As little mercy, as he grubs and worms ? 260 

They dare not wait the riotous abuse. 

Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce. 

When wine has giv n indecent language birth, 

And forc*d the floodgates of licentious mirth ; 

For sea-bom Venus her attaclmient shows 266 

Still to that element from which she rose. 

And with a quiet, which no fumes disturb, 

Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

Th' emphatick speaker dearly loves t' oppose, 
In contact inconvenient, nose to nose, 270 

As if the gnomon on his neighbour's phiz, 
Touch'd with a magnet had attracted hia. 
His whisper 'd theme, dilated and at large, 
Proves after all a wind-gun's airy charge, 
An extract of his diary — ^no more, 275 

A tasteless journal of the day before. 
He walk'd abroad, o'ertaken in the rain, 
Caird on a friend, drank tea, stepp'd home again, 
Resum'd his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 280 

I interrupt him with a sudden bow. 
Adieu, dear Sir, lest you should lose it now. 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 
A fine puss-gcntloman that's all perfume ; 
The sight's enough — no need to smell a, Hcaxkr- ^fi& 
Who thrusts his nose into a rtrce sho^i ': 
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His odoriferons attempts to please 

Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of beet ; 

But we that make no honey, though we stingi 

Poets are sometimes apt to maul Uie thing, S90 

'Tis wrong to bring into a miz*d resort, 

What make some sick, and others A U mort. 

An argument of cogence, wo may say, 

Why such a one should keep himself away. 

A grayer coxcomb we may sometimes seOi 295 

Quite as absurd, though not so light as he : 
A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 
An oracle within an empty cask. 
The solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 
A fool with judges, amongst fools a judge ; 900 

Ho says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit invites you by his looks to come, 
But when you knock it never is at home ; 
Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage, 305 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage *■ 
Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend's fidelity and love ; 
But when unpacked your dis^pointment groans 
To find it stuffed with brickbats, earth, and stones. 310 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick, 
In making known how oil they have been sick, 
And give us in recitals of disease 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fises ', 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed ; 315 
How an emetick or cathartick sped ; 
Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot. 
Nose, ears, and eyes, seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill, 
Victorious seom*d, and now the doctor's skill ; 320 
And now^-alas, finr unforeseen i«i«hmp« • 
They put on a damp nightcap and rolapac ; 
They thought they must have diied,thvr were so bad ; 
Their peoviifh hearers almoil w'laVv IYa^ >aA 
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Some fretful tempers wince at ev'iy tonch, 2S5 
Toa always do too little or too much ; 
Tod speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 
Tour elevated voice goes through the brain ; 
Tou fall at once into a lower key, 
That's wor se t he dronepipe of an bumblebee. 330 
The southern sash admits too strong a light, 
Tou rise and drop the curtain — now tis night. 
He shakes with cold — you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze — that's roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 335 

With soal — ^that's just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loathe. 
And in due time feeds heartily on both ; 
Tet still overclouded with a constant frown. 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 340 

Tour hope to please him vain on ev*ry plan, 
Himaelf should work that wonder, if he can — 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress, 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teazing others, always teai*d, 346 

His only pleasure is — to be displeased. 
T |nty bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of ftncied scorn, and undeserv'd disdain, 
And bear the marks, upon a blushing &ce. 
Of needless shame, and self-impos*d disgrace. 350 

Our sensibilities are so acute, 
The fear of being silent makes us mute. 
We sometimes think we could a speech produce 
Mooh to the purpose, if our tongues were looee ', 
But being tried, it dies upon the lip, 355 

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip : 
Our wasted oil unprofitably bums. 
Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 
Few Frenchmen of this evil have complain*d ; 
It seems as if we Britons were ordain'd, 360 

By way of wholesome curb upon our pride, 
To fear each other, fearing none l)ee\de. 
Vol. I 1*2 
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The cause perhaps inquiry may descry. 

Self-searching with an introverted eye, 

Concealed within an unsuspected part. 

The vainest corner of our own vain heart: 

For ever aiming at the world's esteem, 

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme ; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown, 

Become at length so splendid in our own, 370 

We dare not risk them into publick view, 

Lest they miscarry of what seems their due. 

True modesty is a discerning grace, 

And only blushes in the proper place ; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fetr, 375 

Where 'tis a eliame to bo asham'd t' appear : 

Humility the parent of the first, 

The last by vanity produced and nurs'd. 

The circle forni'd, we sit in silent state. 

Like figures drawn upon a dial plate ; 960 

Yes, ma'am, and No, ma'am, utter'd softly, show 

Ev>y five minutes how the minutes go *, 

Each individual, suflTring a constraint, 

Poetry may, but colours cannot paint ; 

As if in close committee on the sky, 385 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 

And finds a changing clime a happy sonrce 

Of wise reflection, and well-tim'd discourse. 

We next inquire, but softly and by steakh. 

Like conservators of the publick health, 990 

Of epidemick throats, if such there are, 

And coughs, and rheums, and phthisickt, and dtanb. 

That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensnes, 

Flll'd up at laat with interesting news. 

Who daiic*d with whom, and who are like to wed, 996 

And who is hang*d, and who is brought to bed ; 

Bat fear to call a more important cause, 

As if *twere treason against English laws. 

The visit paid, with ecstasy we come, 

As from a seven years' lTan«p(ff\A\V(m Vioma, 400 
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And there roseme an imembarrasa'd brow, 
Recoy'ring what we loat we know not how, 
The facultiei, that Mom'd reduced to nought, 
Expression and the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 406 

I give him over as a desp'rate case. 
Phjsicians write in hopes to work a cure, 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 
And though the fox he follows may be tam'd, 
A mere fox follower never is reclaimed. 410 

Some larrier should prescribe his proper course, 
Whose only fit companion is his horse ; 
Or if deserving of abetter doom. 
The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet e*en the rogue that serves him, tho' he stand 416 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand, 
Prefers his fellow grooms with much good sense, 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the squire. 
Where can at last his jockoyship retire ? 480 

Oh to the club, the scene of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise ; 
There in the sweet society of those 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can, 436 

Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd. 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the field, 
Had not his Maker's all-bestowing hand 
Giv'n him a soul, and bade him understand ; 430 

The reas'ning pow'r vouchsaTd of course inftrr'd 
The powV to clothe that reason with his word ; 
For all is perfect that God works on earth, 
And he that gives conception, aids the birth. 
If this be plain, 'tis plainly understood, 436 

What uses of his boon the giver would. 
Th9 mind despatch'd upon her busy toil, 
Should range where Providence haBb\««a'4\}bAiiei^s 
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Visiting ev*ry flow'r with labour meet, 

And gath'ring all her treaaurea aweet by awavt ; 440 

She should imbne the tongue with whi^ An aps. 

And shed the balmy blessing on the lipe, 

That good diffused may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praiae the pow'r that bids it flow. 

Will the sweet warbler of the livelong night, 445 

That fills the list'ning lover with delight. 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard, 

To learn the twitt'ring of a meaner bird ? 

Or make the parrot's mimickry his choice, 

That odious libel on a human voice ? 450 

No — Nature, unsophisticate by man, 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan ; 

The melody, that was at first design'd 

To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note fi>r note delivered in our eara, 455 

In the last scene of her six thousand yean. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chatt'ring train. 

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign. 

Who shifts and changes all things but hia shape, 

And would degrade her votary to an ape, 460 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong. 

Holds a usurp'd dominion o'er his tongue ; 

There sits and prompts him with his own diagnee. 

Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace. 

And, when accomplish'd in her wajrward achool, 465 

Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

Tie an unalterable fix'd decree, 

That none could frame or ratify but she. 

That Heav'n and Hell, and righteousne« and nn. 

Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 470 

Ood and his attributes, (a field of day 

Where 'tis an angel's happine« to stray,) 

Fmits of his love and wondera of his might, 

Be never nam'd in eara eeteem'd polite. 

That he who dares, when she forbids, be gnf9, 479 

8hM}} MtMod proeerib'd, a madman, nc % knim^ 
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A ckMM daaigner not to be believed, 
Or, if ezeu'd that charge, at least deceiv'd. 
Oh foUy worthy of the nurse's lap, 
Giyo it the breast, or stop its mottth with pap r 480 
Is it incredible, or can it seem 
A dream to any, except those that dream, 
That man should love his Maker, and that fire, 
Warming his heart, should at his lips trampire ? 
Know then, and modestly let fall jour eyes, 486' 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skke ;■ 
That air of insolence affronts your Grod, 
Tou need his pardon, and provoke his rod : 
Now, in a posture that becomes you more 
Than that heroick strut assum'd before, 490 

Know your arrears with er'ry hour accrue 
For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 
The time is short, and there are souls on earth. 
Though future pain may serve for present mirth, 
Acquainted with the woes, that fear or shame, 486 
By Fashion taught, forbade them once to name. 
And having felt the pangs you deem a jest, 
Have prov'd them truths too big to be express 'd. 
Go seek on revelation's hallow'd ground, 
Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 500 

Touched by that pow*r that you have dar*d to mock, 
That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock, 
Tour heart shall yield a life-renewing stream, 
That fools, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It happen'd on a solemn eventide, 506 

Soon after He that was our Surety died. 
Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined, 
The scene of all those sorrows loft behind. 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event : 510 

They spake of him they lov'd, of him whose life, 
Though blameless, had incurr'd perpetual strUb, 
Whose deeds had left, m spito of hostile axta^ 
A desrp memorial grayan on their hiMxta. 
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The recollection, like a Tein of ore 515 

The farther trac*d, eiirich'd tham itill the man ; 
Thej thought him, and they jnitly thought him^ one 
Sent to do more than ha appear'd t' have done ; 
T' exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wondered he thoold die. 580 

Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger join'd them, courteous aa a friend. 
And aak'd them, with a kind engaging air, 
What their affliction was, and begg'd a ahare. 
Informed, lie gather 'd up the broken thread, 685 

And truth and wisdom gracing all he said, 
Explained, illustrated, and search'd so well 
The tender theme on which they chose to dwell. 
That reaching home, the ni$rht, they said, is near, 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here. 530 

The new acquaintance soon became a guest, 
And, made so welcome at their simple feast, 
He bless'd the bread, but vanish'd at the word. 
And left them both exclaiming, Twas the Lord !'* 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign'd to lay — 535 
Did they not bum within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoYee 
Man to maintain, and such as God approves ; 
Their view, indeed were indistinct and dim. 
But jret successful being aim'd at him. 540 

Christ and his character their only scope, 
Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And wanting him to loose the sacred seal, 
Found him as prompt, as their desire was tme, 545 
To spread the new-bom glories in their view. 
Well — ^what are ages and the lapse of time 
Mateh'd ag^nst truths as lasting as soblimo ? 
Can length of years on God himself exact f 
Or make that fiotion, which waa once a fiuit ? 560 
No-Hnarble and raoordfaig brass decay, 
And like the graver'a mem*Ty ^paia vwa^ -, 
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The vorist of man inherit, as ia juit, 
Their author'^ frailty, and return to duat ; 
Bnt truth divine for ever stands secure, 565 

Its head ia guarded as its base is sure ; 
Fiz'd in the rolling flood of endless years, 
The pillar of th' eternal plan appears, 
The raying storm and dashing waves defies, 
Built by that architect who built the skies. 560 

Hearts may be found that harbour, at this hoar, 
That love of Christ and all its quick'ning pow'r ; 
And lips, unstain'd by folly or by strife. 
Whose wuKiom drawn from the deep well of lift, 
Tastea of ita healthful origin, and flows 5G5 

A Jordan for th' ablution of our woes. 
O days of Heav'n, and nighta of equal praise. 
Serene and peaceful as those heavenly days, 
When souls drawn upwards in communion sweet. 
Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat, 570 

Discourse, as if releas'd and safe at home, 
Of dangera pass'd, and wonders yet to come. 
And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
Upon the lap of covenanted rest. 

What, always dreaming over heavenly things, 575 
Like angel heads in stone with pigeon wings r 
Canting and whining out all day the word. 
And half the night ? £inatick and absurd ! 
Mine be the friend less frequent in his pray'rs. 
Who makes no bustle with his soul's a&irs, 580 

Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day, 
And chase the splenetick dull hours away *, 
Content on earth in earthly things to shine, 
Who waits for Heav'n ere he becomes divine, 
Leaves saints t' enjoy those altitudes they teach, 585 
And plucks the fruit plac'd more within his reach. 

Well spoken. Advocate of sin and shame, 
Known by thy bleating, Ignorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit the world's exclusive right. 
The fiz'd fee simple of the vain and Ughl ^ ^^fi^ 
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Can hopes of Hoay'n, bright pro«pecUi of an iioar, 

That come to waft lu out of sorrow*! pow'r. 

Obscure or quench a facultj that finds 

Its happiest soil in the serenest minds ? 

Religion curbs indeed its wanton play, 

And brings the trifler under ng'roos sway, 

But gives it usefulness unknown before, 

And, purifying, makes it shine the more. 

A Christian's wit is inoflfensive light, 

A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight ; 60O 

Vig'rous in ago as in the flush of youth, 

'Tis always active on the side of truth : 

Temp'rance and peace insure its healthftd state, 

And make it brightest at its latest 4)ate. 

Oh I have soon, (nor hope perhaps in vain, GOS 

Ere life go down, to see such sights again,) 

A vet'ran warriour in the Christian field, 

Who never saw the sword he could not wiekl ; 

Grave, without dulness, learned without pride, 

Exact, yet not precise ; though meek, keen-ej*d ; 010 

A man that would have foil'd at their own pUy 

A dozen would-be*s of the modern day ; 

Who, when occasion justified its use, 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce ; 

Could fetch from records of an earlier age, di5 

Or from philosophy's enlightened page. 

His rich materials, and regale your ear 

With strains it was a privilege to hear : 

Tet above all, his luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the Gospel theme ; 

There he was copious as old Greece or Rome, 

His happy eloquence seem'd there at home, 

Ambitious not to shine or to excel, 

But to treat justly what he lov'd so weO. 

It moves me more perhaps than felly ought, 
When tome green heads, as void of wit as thoaglit» 
Bnppoie tkemsdvea monopolists of sense, 
And wimr nien*s ilnUty pT«t«nce. 
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Though time itill wear ui, and we must grow old, 

Such men are not forgot ai loon as cold, 630 

Their fragrant memorj will outlast their tomb, 

£mbalm'd for OTer in its own perfume. 

And to say truth, though in its earlj prime, 

And when nnstain'd with any groeter crime, 

Touth has a sprightliness and fire to boast, 635 

That in the valley of decline are lost, 

And Virtue with peculiar charms appears, 

Crown'd with the garland of life's blooming yean ; 

Yet age, by long experience well informed. 

Well read, well temper'd, with religion warm'd, 640 

That fire abated, which impels rash youth, 

Prood of his speed to orendioot the truth, 

As time improTes the grape's authentiek juice, 

Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use, 

And claims a rev'rence in its short 'ning day, 645 

That 'tis an honour and a joy to pay. 

Tha fruits of age less foir, are yet more sound. 

Than those a brighter season pours arcwnd ; 

And like the stores autumnal suns mature, 

Through wintry rigours unimpair'd endure. 660 

What is fanatick phronsy, scom'd bo nrach, 
And dreaded more than a contagiotts touch ? 
I grant it dangerous, and approve your foar. 
That fire is catching if you draw too near ; 
But sage observers oti mistake the flame, 666 

And give true piety that odious name. 
To tremble, (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty pow'r,) 
Before his presence, at whose awfol throne 
AD tremUe in all worlds, except our own, 660 

To supplicate his mercy, love his wajrs. 
And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise, 
Though eommoD, sense, allow'd a casting voice, 
And ftte from bias, must approve the ohoiee, 
Convicts a man fimatick in th' extreme, 665 

And wild as madness in the worM*a eilMim. 
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But that diaeaaci when soberly defin*d, 

Ii the false fire of an o'erheated raind : 

It views the truth with a distorted eye, 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; 930 

'Tie narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 

Its sordid nourishment from man's applaoae ; 

And while at heart sin unrelinquished lies, 

Presumes itself chief fav'rite of the skies. 

'Tis such a light as pntrefiEkCtion breeds €75 

In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggrot feeds, 

Shines in the dark, but usher'd into day, 

The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of hearts in union mutually disclos'd : 660 

And, farewell else all hope of pure delight, 
Those hearts should be reclaim'd, renew'd, upright. 
Bad men, profaning friendship's liallow'd name, 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame : 
A dark confederacy against the laws 685 

Of virtue and religion's glorious cause : 
They build each other up with dreadful skill. 
As bastions set point blank against God's will ; 
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt, 
Deeply resolv'd to shut a Saviour out ; 690 

Call legions up from Hell to back the deed, 
And, curs'd with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls that carry on a bless'd exchange 
Of joys they meet with in their heav'nly range, 
And with a fearless confidence make known 605 

The sorrows sympathy esteems its own, 
Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant cooney 
Feel less the journey's roughness and its leng;tli| 
Meet their oppoeers with united strength, TOO 

And, one in heart, in int'rest, and doaigo, 
Gird up each other to the race diviiie. 

Bat Comversatiim, ohooee what theme we vuj^ 
And dUefly when religion leadi the way^ 
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Should flow like waters after ■ominer ahow'n, 706 

Not aa if raia'd by mere mechanick pow'ra. 

The Chriatian, in whoae aool, though now diatieaa'd, 

Livea the dear thought of joya he once poaaeia'd, 

When all hia glowing language iaau'd forth 

With Grod's deep stamp upon its current worth, 710 

Will apeak without diaguiae, and must impart, 

Sad as it ia, hia undiasembling heart, 

Abhora constraint, and darea not feign a seal, 

Or aeem to boast a fire he does not feel. 

The aong of Sion is a tasteless thing, 715 

Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 

The aoul can mix with the celestial bands. 

And giye the strain the corapaaa it domanda. 

Strange tidings these to tell a world who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit ! 720 

Will they believe, though credulous enough 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof, 
That there are bless*d inhabitants on earth, 
Partakera of a new ethereal birth, 
Their hopes, desires, and purposes estrang*d 735 

From thinga terrestrial and divinely chang'd, 
Their very language of a kind that speaka 
Thb soul's sure interest in the good she seeks ; 
Who deal with Scripture, ita importance felt, 
As Tully with philosophy once dealt, 730 

And in the ailent watchea of the night, 
And through the scenes of toil-renewing light, 
The social walk, or solitary ride, 
Keep still tho dear companion at their aide ? 
No— shame upon a self-disgracing age, 735 

God*s work may serve an ape upon a atage 
With each a jest, as fiird with hellish glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 
Sat veneration ur respect finds none, 
Save from the subject of that work alone. 740 

The world grown old, her deep discernment riiowa^ 
Cl«|>8 speotarl*?^ <m hftr M^^nciouv notw, 
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Perusei clotely the true Chrutian'B lace, 

And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 

Usurps God's office, lays his bosom bare, 7ff 

And finds hypocrisy close lurking there. 

And serving God herself through mere conatimint, 

Concludes his unfeigned love of him a feint. 

And yet God knows, look human nature through, 

(And in duo time the world shall know it too,) 780 

That since the ilow'rs of Eden felt the blast, 

That afler man's defection laid all waste, 

Sincerity tow'rds the heart-seacching God 

Has made the new-bom creature her abode, 

Nor shall be found in unregen'rate souls, 7S 

Till the last fire burn all between the poles. 

Sincerity ! why 'tis his only pride. 

Weak and imperfect in all grace beside ; 

He knows that God demandd his hcar^ entire, 

And gives him all liis just demands reqoiro. 760 

Without it his pretensions were as vain, 

As, having it, he deems the world's disdain ; 

That great defect would cost him not alone 

Man's favourable judgment, but his own ; 

His birthright shaken, and no longer clear 706 

Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 

Retort the charge, and let the world be told 

She boasts a confidence she does not hold ; 

That, conscious of her crimes, she feels innteed 

A cold misgiving, and a killing dread : 770 

That while in health the ground of her support 

Is madly to forget that life is short ; 

That sick she trembles, knowing she must die. 

Her hope presumption, and her fiuth a lie ; 

That while ahe dotes, and dreams that she believM^ 

She mocks her Maker, and herself doceires ; 770 

Her utmost roach liistorical aMeiit, 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never meint ; 

That truth itself is in her head as duU 

And utmltsa as a caudk in a skull -, 780 
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11 her lovit €f GM« grooidlaM ebuBii 

II upon tlw nanf— I ptuitod Hum. 

Br again, ikm mmt npoi liar froa^ 

1 her eenanrea of the work of graea, 

aiiioere, meant cmij to eoaeaal 785 

ud ihe wonhl not, yat ia fi>re'd to feel ; 

n her heart the Chriatian ahe reverea, 

hile ihe aaena to aeora him, only ftara. 

let doea not work hjr aqnare or line, 

itha and johiare perfect a deaigii ; 790 

it we modama, our attention leaa, 

d the example <if oor aree digreaa, 

aim a right to aeamper and run wide, 

rrer chance, caprice, of fancy gnida. 

orld and I fhrtnitoiialy met ; 79S 

a trifle, and haTo paid the debt ; 

d me wrong, I reoompena'd the deed, 

ftYing itniek the balance, now proceed. 

la, howeTcr, aa aome yeara have paaa'd 

riie and I conTen'd together laat, 800 

have liY'd reduae in mral ahadea, 

I Mldom a diatinct report penradea, 

ehangea and new mannera have oocorr'd, 

eaa'd reforma, that I have noTcr heardt 

la may now be aa diacreet and wiae 806 

• abaurd in all diaceming eyea. 

ty, peihapa, may now be found 

t once intoxication preaa'd the ground : 

ibtle and injurioua may be juat, 

igrownchaate thatwaathaahMFeoflnat; 810^ 

aoe eateem'd may be with ahame diamiaa'd ; 

f may relax the miaer'a fiat ; 

uneater may have caat hie carda away, 

to cwaa and aaif kneel to pray, 
indeed boon toki me, (with what weight, 815 
redibly, *tia hard for me to atate,) 
lUea old, that aeem*d for ever mute, 
i are haat'nii^ into fireah repnto, 

/. 13 
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And goda and goddeMM, diicarded long 
Like oseleM lumber, or a itroUer^B eoiigy 
Are bringing into Togne their heathen trainy 
And Jupiter bide lair to rule again ; 
That certain feaati are instituted now. 
Where Venua heara the lovera' tender ▼ow ; 
That all Olympua through the eountrj ronree, 
To consecrate our few remaining groves ; 
And Echo learns politely to repeal 
The praise of names for ages obsolete ; 
That having proT'd the weakness, it ahoald 
Of revelation's ineffectual beam. 
To bring the passions under sober sway, 
And give the moral springs their proper play, 
They mean to try what may at last be done, 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone. 
And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 
May such success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Grace him again with long forgotten arts. 
Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his parts, 
Make him athletick as in days of old, 
Loam'd at the bar, in the peloBstra bold, 
Divost the rougher sex of female airs. 
And teach the sofler not to copy theirs : 
The change shall please, nor shall it matter ufl 
Who works Uio wonder, if it be bat wrooght. 
*TiB time, however, if the case stand thus. 
For us plain folks, and all who side with vs. 
To build our altar, confident and bold. 
And say as stem Elijah said of old, 
The strife now stands upon a fitir award. 
If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 
If he be silent, faith is all a whim, , 
Then Baal is the God, and worship him. 
Digression is so much in modem ose, 
nought i§ so rare, and ftac^ eci ^lofiise, 
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Save never seem lo wide of their intent, 
As when returning' to the theme they meant ; 
Ae m e ndican t e, whoee busineao ie to roam, 
Ifake erery pariah bat their own their home. 800 

Thoo^ such cootinaal zigxaga in a book, 
Such dnmken reelings h{iTe an awkward look. 
And I had rather creep to what ia tme, 
Than rove and atagger with no mark in Tiew ; 
Tet to conanlt a little seem'd no erime, 866 

The fireakiah humour of the present time : 
Bat now to gather up what seems dispersed. 
And tonch the subject I oesign'd at first, 
Bfay prove, though much beside the rales of art. 
Best ibr the publick, and my wisest part. 670 

And first, let no man charge me, that I mean 
To clothe in sable ey*Ty social scene. 
And give good company a face severe, 
As if they met around a father's bier ; 
For tell some men, that pleasure all their bent, 875 
And langhier all their work, is life mispent ; 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply, 
Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry. 
To find the medium asks some share of wit, 
And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 880 

Bat though life's valley be a vile of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears, 
Whose glory with a light that never &des, 
Shoots between scatter'd rocks and opening shades, 
And while it shows the land the soul desires, 886 

The language of the land she seeks inspires. 
Thos touch'd, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profkne, impure ; 
Held within modest boonds^ the tide of qieech 
Pnrsoes the coarse that truth and nature teach ; 890 
No longer labours merely to produce 
The pomp of soond or tinkle without use ; 
Where'er it winds, the salutary stream. 
Sprightly and fresh, enriches every tkitioA, 
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ViRG. Qearg. Lib. i. 

9ACKNET'D in bnnneit, wearied at that otr 
tiich thousand!, once fast chain*d to, quit no moi% 
t which, when life at ebb runs weak and loW| 
t wiih, or seem to wiah, they could forego ; 
le atateiman, lavrjer, merchant, man of trad*, 6 
Dta for the refuge of lome rural ihade, 
bare, all hie Tong anxietiei forgot 
aid the charmi of a eequeater*d apot, 
recollected only to gild o*er, 
id add a noile to what was sweet before, 10 

t may poeseas the joys he thinks he seea, 
J his old age upon the lap of ease, 
prove the remnant of his wasted span, 
td, having liv'd a trifler, die a man. 
infl Conscience pleads her cause within the braut^ 
loogh long rebeU'd against, not yet supprefi'di 16 
id calls a creature fbrm*d for God alone, 
r Heaven's high purposes, and not his own, 
Oa him away from selfish ends and aims, 
om what debilitates and what inflames, SO 

am cities humming with a restlew crowds 
rdid as MCtivB, ignonnt as loud, 
13 • 
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Whose highest praiae is that they Hyv in Tain, 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of grain. 

Where works of man are clnster'd close around, 85 

And works of God are hardly to be found, . 

To regions where in spite of sin and wo, 

Traces of Eden are still seen below, 

Where mountain, river, forest, field, and grore, 

Remind him of bis Maker's power and lovs. 90 

'Tis well if, lodk'd for at so kte a di^. 

In the lost scene of such a senseless play, 

True wisdom will attend his feeble call. 

And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

Souls that have long despis'd their heavenly birth, 35 

Their wishes all impregnated with earth, 

For tlireeacore years employ'd with ceaseless cars 

In catching smoke and feeding upon air, 

Conversant only with the ways of men. 

Rarely redeem the short remaining ten. 40 

Inveterate habits, choke th' unfruitful heart, 

Their fibres penetrate its tend'rest put, 

And draining its nutritions pow'rs to feed 

Their noxious growth, starve ev'ry better setd. 

Happy, if full of days—but happier far, 46 

If, ere wo yet discern life's evening star, 
Sick of the service of a world that feeds 
its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds. 
We can escape from custom's idiot sway, 
To serve the Sov'reign we were bom t' obey. 80 

Then sweet to muse npon his skill diqtlay'd, 
(Infinite skill,) in all that he has made ! 
To irace'in nature's most minute design 
^e signature and stamp of pow'r divino, 
Contrivance intricate, exprsss'd with ease, S§ 

Where unassisted sight no bean^ sees. 
The shapely limb and hihrioated joiot, 
Within the small dimensions of a point, 
Muscle and nerve jniracnkms^ ipnn. 
Hit mighty work, who ^peaka aand v\. Va doM> 01 
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Th' iavMihto a OumgB Mtcee seen leTetl'd, 
To whom an atooi is «ii «ai|ile field ; 
To wonder at a tJumeand iiieeet forma, 
These hatched and tlioae resuscitated worms. 
New life ordaui'4 and brig kter scenes to share, ft 
Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 
Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and 



Mare hideous foes than ftney can devise ; 

With helmet heads, and dragon scales adom'd, 

The mighty myriads, now securely soom'd, 70 

Would mock the majesty of man's high birth. 

Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth : 

Then with a glance of fimcy to surrey, 

Far as the &culty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand rivers pour'd at his command 75 

From urns that never &il, through ev'ry land ', 

This like a delude with in^Mtuous fiurce, 

These winding modestly a silent course ; 

The cloud-surmounting Alps, the firuitful vales ; 

Seas, on which ev'ry nation spreads her sails ; 80 

The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light, 

The crescent moon, the diadem of night ; 

Stars countless, each in his appointed place 

Fast anchor'd in the deep abyss of space-— 

At such a sight to catch the poet's flame, 86 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim, 

These are thy glorious works, thou source of good, 

How dimly seen, how fiuntly understood ! 

Thine, and iqiheld by thy paternal care, 

This universal frame, thus wondrous fidr : 90 

Thy pow'r divine, and bounty beyond thought, 

Ador*d and prais*d in all that thou hast wrought. 

idHRub'd in that immensity I see, 

I shrink abas'4, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that hettvenly day, 05 

Thy words more devly than thy wui^ display : 
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To diTO into the Morel deeps withm, 195 

To wp9n no pa«k« mad no fitT'rile da. 

And eeerch the thmaee important abefve ell, 

Onieelree and oar reeor'fy from our ML 

Bnt leieorey aibnee^ and a nund leleae'd 

From anziooe Uwugkta kow weakh maj be iiiBfeae*d» 

How to seeiire, in aome propitioae Imnv, 141 

l^e point of int'rest or tiie poet of pew'r, 

A soul ierene^ and eq oaUy retired. 

From objecta too mnoh dreaded or deair^d. 

Safe from the ckmoun <if penrerM diapntOy 145 

At leaat are fnendlj to the great pofooit. 

f^'ning the map of God'a eztenaiTe pkn, 
We find a little iale^ thia hfe of man ; 
£temity*a miknown ezpanae appeara 
Circling around and Jiiniting lUo jeari. 160 

The busy race enamine and explore 
Sioh creek and cavern of the dang'rooa ahore. 
With care collect what in their ejea eneeb, 
Some shining pebUas, and some weeds and aheUa ; 
Tlraa laden, dream thai they are rich and great, 165 
And happiest he that groans beneath his weight : 
Tkm waves o'ertake them in their serious pky, 
And ey'ffj liowr sweep nmltitodes away ; 
They ahrink and sink, anrvivors start and weep, 
Pursoe their sport, and follow to tha deep. 160 

A few forsake the throng ; with Hfled eyes 
Aak weidth of HeaT*n, and gsina real priie— 
Tmth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that abov«, 
Sealed with his signet, whom they serve and love, 
Soom'd by the feat, with patient hope they wait 165 
A kind laksse from their imperfect state, 
Aad onregretted are soon snatch'd away 
Tnm scense ef sorrow into glArioos day. 

Now these alone prefer a life redase, 
Who seek retirement fer its proper nse ; 130 

The love of change, that lives in ev'ry breast, 
Otttius and ttmpmf and desire of roit, 
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Discordant motiTei in one centre meet, 

And each incllnei its Totary to retreat. 

Some mindi by nature are averse to noise. 

And hate the tomolt half the world enjoys. 

The lure of av'ricei or the pompous prize, 

That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 

The fruits that hang on pleasure's flow*ry stem, 

Whate'er enchants them, are no snares to them. 

To them the deep recess of dusky groTSS, 

Or forest, where the doer securely roTos, 

The fall of waters, and the song of birds, 

And hills that echo to the distant herds, 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and her chief &▼ 'rites share. 

With eager step and carelessly array*d, 

For such a cause the poet seeks the shade ; 

From all he sees he catches new delight. 

Pleased Fancy claps her pinions at the sight ; 

The rising or the setting orb of day, 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away, 

Nature in all the various shapes she wears, 

Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 

The snowy robe her wintry state assumes, 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfhmM, 

All, all alike transport the glowing bard, 

Sncceas in rhyme his glory and reward. 

O Nature ! whose Elysian scenes disclose 

His bright perfections, at whose word they rose, I 

Next to that pow*r who form'd thee and sustains, 

Be thou the gfreat inspirer of my strains. 

Still as I touch the lyre, do thou expand 

Thy genuine charms, and guide an artless hmd. 

That I may catch a fire but rarely known, I 

Give usefld light, Uioogh I should miss renowa ; 

And poring on thy page, whose er'iy line 

Bears proof of an intelligenee divine. 

May feel a heart enrich'd by what it pays, 

TTuU builda its glory on its Makti^s praise. i 
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Wo to the man, whote wtt disclaims its use, 
(Wt^'ring in vain, or only to seduce, 
Who studies nature with a wanton eye, 
Admires the work, but slips the lesson by ; 
His hours of leisure and recess employs 315 

In drawing {^otures of forbidden joys, 
Retires to blazon his own worthless name. 
Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover, too, shuns business and alarms. 
Tender idolater of absent charms. 290 

Saints o£for nothing in their warmest pray*rs« 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs ; 
'TIS consecration of his heart, soul, time, 
And ev'ry thought that wanders is a crime. 
In sighs he worships his supremely fair, 996 

And weeps a sad libation in despair ; 
Adores a creature, and, devout in vain. 
Wins in return an answer of disdain. 
As woodbine weds the plant within her reach, 
Rough ^Im, or sraooth-grain'd ash, or glossy beech, 
In spiral rings ascends the trunk, and lays 331 

Her golden tassels on the leafy sprays, 
Bat does a mischief while she lends a grace, 
Strait'ning its growth by such a strict embrace ; 
So love, that clings around the noblest minds, 935 
Forbids th' advancement of the soul he binds ; 
The suitor's air, indeed, he soon improves. 
And fbiJOB it to the taste of her he loves, 
Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
Refines his speech, and fiuhions his address ! 240 

But fiuewell promises of happier fruits ; 
Manly designs, and learning's grave pursuits ; 
Girt with a chain he cannot wish to break. 
His only bliss is sorrow for her sake *, 
Who will may pant for glory and excel, 245 

Her smile his aim, all higher aims fiirewell ! 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least oflfend against so pure a flame^ 
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Luxury gives the mind a childirii cast, 

And, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 

Habits of close attention, thinking heads, 706 

Become more rare as dissipation spreads, 

Till anthors hear at length one gen'ral cry, 

Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 

The loud demand, from year to year the same. 

Beggars Invention, and makes Fancy lame ; 710 

Till farce itself most moumfnlly jejuna, 

Calls for the kind sssistance of a tune ; 

And novels, (witness ev'ry month's review,) 

Belie their name, and offer nothing new. 

The mind, relaxing into needful sport, 715 

Should turn to writers of an abler sort. 

Whose wit well manag'd, and whose classick t^j^f 

Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 

Friends, (for I cannot stint, as some have done. 

Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; TSU 

Though one, I grant it, in the gen'rous breast 

Will stand advanced a step above the rest ; 

Flow*rs by that name promiscuously we call, 

But one, the rose, the regrent of them all,)*- 

Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste, 7K 

But chosen with a nice discerning taste, 

Well bom, well disciplin'd, who, plae'd apart 

From vulgar minds, have honour much* at heart, 

And though the world may think the ingrednots odd. 

The love of virtue, and the ftar of Ood ! 730 

Such friends prevent what else would soon succeed, 

A temper rustick as the life we lead, 

And keep the polish of the manners clean, 

As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 

For solitude, however sonic may rave, 735 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a gmve, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie. 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 
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1 ifraiM tho Frenchman,* his renuurk wai ahrew^^ 
How fweety how paaiing sweet is solitude ! 740 

fiat grant me still a friend in my retreat. 
Whom I may whisper: — solitode is sweet. 
Tet neither these delights, nor aught beside, 
That appetite can ask, or wealth provide. 
Can save us always from a tedious day, 745 

Or shine the dulnoss of still life away ; 
Divine communion, carefully enjoy'd, 
Or sought with energy, must fill the void. 
O sacred art, to which alone life owes 
Its happiest Beasong, and a peaceful close ; 7S0 

Scom'd in a world, indebted to that scorn 
Tof evils daily felt and hardly borne. 
Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding handa 
llow'rs of rank odour upon thorny lands. 
And while Experience cautions us in vain, 755 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 
Despondence, self-deserted in her grief, 
Lost by abandoning her own relief, 
Mnrmaring and ungrateful discontent, 
That scorns afflictions mercifully meant, 700 

^ Those humours tart as wine upon the fret. 
Which idleress and weariness beget ; 
Those, and a thousand plagues, that haunt the braast, 
Food of the phantom of an earthly rest, 
Divine communion chases, as the day 766 

Drives to their dons th* obedient beasts of prey. 
See Judah's promis'd king, bereft of all. 
Driven out an exile from the face of Saul ; 
To distant caves the lonely wand'rer fliee, 
To seek that peace a tyrant's frown denies. 770 

Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, 
Hear hira, o*erwhelm'd with sorrow, yet rejoice ; 
No womanish or wailing griof has part, 
No. nut a moment, in his royal heart ; 

* Bruy^re. 
Vol I \o 
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'Tis manly mosick, such u martyn nuke, 77S 

SufTring with gladness for a Saviour's sake ; 

His soul exults, hope animates his lays. 

The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 

And wilds, familiar with a lion*s roar. 

Ring with ocstatick sounds unheard before ; 78D 

Tis love like his, that can alone defeat 

The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumber'd pleasures harmlessly pursu'd ; 
To study culture, and with artful toil 786 

To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil ; 
To give dissimilar, yet fruitful lands, 
The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands ; 
To cherish virtue in an humble state. 
And share tlie joys your bounty may create ; 790 

To mark the matchless workings of the pow'r, 
That shuts within its seed the future flow*r, 
Bid these in elegance of form excel, 
In colour these, and those delight the smell ; 
Sends nature forth, the daughter of the skies, 795 
To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes , 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit, 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet — 
These, these are arts pursu'd without a crime, 
That leave no stain upon the wing of Time. 800 

Me poetry, (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetick fame,) 
Employs, shut out from more important views, 
Fast by the banks of the slow-winding Ouse ; 
Content if thus sequester'd I may raise 806 

A monitor's though not a poet's praise, 
And while I teach an art too little known. 
To close life wisely, may not waste my own. 



in 



THE YEARLY DISTRESS, 



OR. 



TITHIHO TIMS AT STOCK, 19 1881X. 

enM addressed to a country clergyman, com] 
of the dira^eeableneas of the day annually appoint- 
ed for receWing the dues at the parsonage. 



COME I ponder well, for 'tis no jest, 
To laugh it would be wrong, 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 
The burden of my song. 

The priest he merry is and blithe, 
Three quarters of the year, 

But, oh ! it cuts him like a aithe, 
When tithing time draws near. 

He then is full of frights and fears. 

As one at point to die, 
And long before the day appears, 

He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come, jog, jog, 

Along the miry road, 
Each heart as heavy as a log, 

To mak9 their payments good. 



IM THE TEAJEILT DISTRESS. 

In loothi the sorrow of lach days 
Is not to bo express'd, , 

When he that takes, and he that paya, 
Are both alike distress'd. 

Now all unwelcome at his gates 

The clumsy swains alight, 
With rueful &ces and bald p at ea ■ 

He trembles at the sight. 

And well he may, for well he knowa 

Each bumpkin of the clan, 
Instead of paying what he owes. 

Will cheat him if he can. 

80 hi they come-^-each makes hii Ia|^, 

And flings his head before, 
And looks as if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 

" And how does miss and madam do, 

<« The little boy, and all ."* 
" All tight and well. And how do ymi^ 

« Good Mr. What-d'ye-call r 

The dinner comes, and down they ait : 
Were e'er such hungry folk ? 

There's little talking, and no wit ; 
It is no time to joke. # 

One wipes his noee upon his sleeTe, 
One ^ita i^wn the floor, ^ 

Tet not to giro ofl%nce or grIeTe, 
Holds top the cloth before. 

The punch goes round, and they are duD 

And lumpish still as ever ; 
Like barrels with their beOiee fidi, 

They only weigH \\»\v«nvbt. 



THE TEAIILT DISTRESS. ir» 

At kngth the buiy time bovine, 
" Come, neighbours, we must wig — " 
The money chinks, down drop their chine, 
Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost, 

And one of storms of hail. 
And one of pigs, that he has lost 

By maggots at the taU. 

Quoth one, " A rarer man than you 

'' In pulpit none shaU hear : 
" But yet, methinks, to tell you tme, 

« Tou sell it plaguy dear." 

O why are fiurmers made so coarse, 

Or clergy made so fine ? 
A kick that scarce would moTO a hone, 

May kill a sound divine. 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

'Twould cost him, I dare say, 
Less trouble taking twice the sum. 
Without the clowns that pay. 

16 • 
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SONNET 

ADDRS881D TO H19BT COWPBR, BIQ. 

On his emphatical and intereiting delmry of tlw 
defence of Warren Hastinge, Eaq. in the Hoaee of 
Lords. 



COWPER, whoM nlTer Toiee, Uak*d aosietiaMi hard 

Legends prolix delivert in the ears, 

(Attentiye when thou read'st,) of England's peers, 
Let Ycrse at length yield thee thy just rewird. 

Then wast not heard with drowsy di s re ga rd, 
Expending kte on all that length of pM 
Thy gen'rous pow'rs, but silence hononr'd thee. 

Mute as e'er gaz'd on orator or bard. 

Thon art not voice alone, but hast bende 
Both heart and head ; and couldst with mniick sweet 
Of Attick phrase antf senatorial tone, 
Like thy renown'd forefathers, &r and wide 
Thy fiime difiiise, prais'd not for att*rance meet 
Of others* speech, but magiok of thy awn. 
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LINES, 

ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN» 

Author of '< The Botanick Garden." 



TWO Poets,* (poeto by report, 

Not oft 10 well agree,) 
Sweet harmoniats of Flora's cooxt ! 

Conspire to honour Thee. 

They best can jndge a poet's worth 
Who oft themsehres hare known 

The pangs of a poetick birth 
By Uboors of their own. 

We therefore pleas'd extol thy song, 

Though Tarious yet complete, 
Rich in emboUishmen^as strong, 

And learned as 'tis sweet. 

No envy mingles with oar praise. 
Though, could our hearts repine 

At any poet's happier lays, 
They would — they must at thine. 

But we in mutual bondage knit 

Of friendship's closest tie, 
Can gaxe on even Darwin's wit 

With an unjaundic'd eye ; 

And deem the Bard, whoe'er he be, 

And howsoever known. 
Who iroM not twine a wreath fof tfm, 

Unworthy of his own. 

' AUuding to ike poem by Mr. Ha^U^^ ^iMm^ 
tfwmieil these, lines. 
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ON 



MRS. MONTAGU'S FEATHER HANG- 
INGS. 



THE Birds put off their ev*ry hao, 
To dren a room for Monta^. .* 

The Peacock sends his heayenly dyes, 
His TiUnhoios and his starry eyes ; * ^ 

The Pheasant plumes, which round infold 
His mantling neck with downy gold ; 
The Cock his arch*d tail's aiure show ; 
And, riTer-blanch*d, the Swan his snow. 
All tribes beside of Indian name, -^ 

That glossy shine, or Tivid flame, 
Where rises and where sets the day, 
Whate'er they boast of rich and gay, 
Contribute to the gorgeous plan, 
Proud to adyance it all they can. ' 
This plumage neither dasUng show*r. 
Nor blasts that shake the dripping bow*r, 
Shall drench again or discompose. 
But, screen'd from every storm that blows, 
It boasts a splendour eyer new, 
Saib with protecting Montagu. 

To this same patroness resort, 
Seeure of &your at her court, 
Strong Gsnina, from whose ftfgt of tlMOfht 
Forms rise, to ^oiek perftetion wronglU, 
Whieb, thoogh new-born, with yigour moy*, 
Lik§ PmBu springing inn*d from 30^%— 
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IflMginatioii ■eatfring round 
Wild rosee over fiirrow'd groondy 
Whieh Labour of his frown boguilo, 
And teach Philoaophj a mile- 
Wit flaihing on Religion's aide, 
Whoee firea to aacred Truth applied, 
The gem, though luminous befim, 
Obcridee on humAn notice more, 
Like sunbeams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright — 
WeU-tutor'd Learning, from his books 
Dismiss'd with graye, not haughty, looks ; 
Thnr order on his shelves exact, 
Not more harmonious or compact 
Than that to which he keeps oonfin'd 
The yarious treasures of his ndnd — 
All these to Montagu's repair, 
Ambitious of a shelter there : 
There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit, 
Their ruffled plumage calm re^, 
(For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Around their flight who highest scwr,) 
And in her eye, and by her aid, 
Shine safe without a ftar to fiide. 

She thus maintains dirided sway 
With yon bright regent of the day : 
The plume and poet both, we know, 
Their lustre to his influenoe owe ; 
And she the works of FhiBbus aidiag. 
Both poet saTes and plume from fiuUng. 
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VERSES 

Supposed to be written by Alexander SeUarkf durmi 
kdM solitary abode on the island of ~ ~ 



I. 

I AM monarch of all I flonrej. 
My right there is none to dispiit* ; 

From the centre all round to the eeay 
I am lord of the fowl and the bmta. 

Solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

II. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone. 
Never hear the sweet musick of qiesoh, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that roam over the pUin, 

My form with indifierence see ; 
They are so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

m. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestow'd upon man, 
O had I the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then might assuage 

In the ways of reUgion and troth, 
lifig ht leara from the wisdom of age, 

Aad be cheer'd by the ttSVusa ^ ytMi^k. 
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IV. 

Religion ! what treasure untold 

Rendee in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than ailver and gold| 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and rocks never heard, 
Never sigh'd at the sound of a knell. 

Or smil'd when a sabbath appear'd. 

V. 

Ye winds that have made me your sport- 
Convey to this desolate shore 

Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought aflor me ? 

O tell me I yet have a friend. 
Though a friend I am never to see.* 

VL 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compar'd with the speed of its flight 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of Ugb 
When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But, alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

vn. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair ; 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought ! 
Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to bis loA. 



(W) 



oir TBX PROMOTiosr or 



EDWARD THURLOW, ESO. 

To Oe Lord Hxgh CkaneoUarakip tifEHglmnd. 



I. 
ROUND Thorlow's head, in early youtby 

And in his fportiye days, 
Tut Science poar*d the light of truth 
' And Cknius shed his rays. 

n. 

See ! with*imited wonder, cried 
Th* ezperienc'd trnd the sage, 

Ambition in a boy supplied 
With all the skill of age ! 

in. 

Diseemment, eloquence, and grace, 

Proclaim him bom to sway 
The balance in the highest place, 

And bear the palm away« 

IV. 
The praise bestow'd was just and wise ; 

He ^rang impetuous forth, 
Secure of conquest, where the priie 

Attends superiour worth. 

X V. 

So the best courser on the plain 

Ere yet he starts is knowni 
And does but at the goal obtain 

Whttt bH bad deem'd hit own. 



■•^v 
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' ODE TO PEACE. 



I. 

OB, peace of mind, delightAil gOBfet ! 
rn and make thy downy neit 
ee more in this nd heart : 
lehes I nor pow'r pnrvne, 
lold forbidden joys in view ; 
I tberefiire need not part. 

n. 

■• wilt thoa dwell, if not with me, 
aT'rice and ambition free, 
d pleasure's fktal wiles ? 
rhom, alas ! dost then prepare 
iweets that I was wont to share, 
s banquet of thy smiles ? 

ni. 

preat, the gay, shall they partake^ 
HeaVn that thou alone eanst ttl^e f 
d wilt thou quit the stream 
murmurs through the dewy mead, 
Ifrove and the sequester'd shed 
be a guest with them ? 

IV. 
[lee I panted, thee I prts'd, 
bee I ghuily sacrifie*d 
late'er I loir'd heftre ; 
ihall I sea thee etalt awey, 
^le es, hp^toes, fumt tket ssnf ^ 
Wwell! we meet ao merer 

16 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 



I. 

WEAK and irresolute ii man ; 

The porpoee of to-day, 
Woven with pains into his plan. 

To-morrow rends away. 

U. 
The bow well bent, and smart the spriii 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But Passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

UI. 
Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But Pleasure wins his heart. 

IV. 
Tis here the folly of the 

Through all his heart 
And, while his tongue the charge danii 

His conscience owns it tme. 

V. 
Bound on a voyage of awfiil length 

And dangers little known, 
A stranger to superioor strength, 

Man vainly tmsts his own. 

VI. 

But oars alone can ne'er pi«viil, 
To reach the distant ootit ; 

The breiAh eCHieaVik vnit twtD tli%A 
OralltheUMWaVNX. 
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MODERN PATRIOT. 



I. 

UON ii my theme all day : 
iriah 'twould come, 
knows but perhapa it may ?) 
nearer home. 

n. 

ing boya, who rave and fight 
iier aide th' Atlantick, 
held them in the right, 
wt 80 when moat frantick. 

ra. 

i?]eai moba inault the court, 
lan ahall be my toaat, 
ig windowa be the qport, 
ravely breaka the moat. 

IV. 
for him aj ftncy culls 
loicest flow'rs ahe beara, 
ititutionally puUa 
ouse about your eara. 

V. 
il bfoila axe my delight, 
li some folka can't endure them, 
the mob are mad outright, 
at a rope must cure them. 

VI. ' 

I wiah we patriots had 
tringa tat dl who need 'em— 
lang a man fat going mad ! 
ImrnvH Britiah fte^tom. 



^184) 



On observing $mM JUmes ^UnU nHe ru^ri9i i 

the Biographia Briiafmica. 



OH, fond attempt to give a deathle» kl 
To names ijpnoble, bom to be fbrgot ! 
In Tain, recorded in hiitoriek pa^, 
They court the notice of a fa tore age : 
Thoae twinkling tiny lustres of the lanii 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting haad 
LethoBan gulfs receive them as they &I1, 
And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child| as playful children qm. 
Has burnt to tinder a stale last year's newvi 
The flame extinct, he views the roving fire — 
There goes my lady, and there goes the mfUMp 
There goes the parson, oh illustrioas spark ! 
And there, scaroe lets iUostrioos, goae IIm elnk ! 



REPORT 

€f m aijudgU Ca§e, not to be fonnd mmmf^ ike 

Booko. 



I. 
BETWEEN NoM and Eyet a stnage eoHtMt voie, 

The spectaoles wt Hmrn unhappily wroi^c } 
The point in difpvts WM, «i «U the woiid knosn^ 

To which the taid s yot ao to a oaght tt bttaf . 



REPORT OF A LAW CASE. !» 

II. 
So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cium 

With a great deal of akill, and a wig full of leaning, 

While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws, 

So fam'd for hia talent in nicely diiceming. 

in. 

In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear, 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtedly find, 

That the Nose has had q>ectacles always in wear, 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind. 

IV. 
Then holding the spectacles up to the court. 
Tour lordship observes they are made with a 

straddle 
As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, 
Design'd to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

V. 
Again, would your lordship a moment supp ose, 

CTis a case that has happened, and may be again,) 
That the viHige or countenance had not a Nose, 
Pray who would, or who could, wear spectacles then ? 

VI. 
On the whole it appears, and my argument shows. 
With a reasoning the oourt will noTer eondenm. 
That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

VII. 
Then shifting his side, (as a lawyer knows now,) 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 
But what were his arguments few peofile know, 
For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

VIII. 
So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn tone. 

Decisive and cloar, without one if or hut — 
That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on, 
By day-light or candle-light — Eyes should be shut. 
16* 



(!») 



ON 



THE BURNING 



OF 



LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRART, 

TOGBTBBR WITH HIS M89. 

By the Mob, Id the month of Juna, 178(^ 



So then — the Vandals of our iele. 
Sworn foet to eeiiBe and law, 

Have bornt to duet a nobler pile 
Than eyer Roman eaw ! 

II. 
And Murray mgh» o'er Pope and Swift, 

And many a treasore more, 
The well-jadged purehaae and the gift. 

That fimc*d hia letter'd atore. 

m. 

Their pagee mangled, burnt, and torn. 

The loia was kit alotu ; 
Bnt agea yet to come ahall monm 

The boraing of Aia aiaii. 



(187) 



ON THE SAME. 



WHEN Wit and G«niiMi meet their dooai 

In all-devouring flame, 
They tell ub of the fkJbo of Rome, 

And bid as fear the aame. 

n. 

0*er MurTay*M loei the muiee wept, 

They felt the mde alarm, 
Tet bless'd the guardian care that lupi 

His aacred head from harm. 

ra. 

There mem'ry, like the bee, that'i M 

From Flora's balmy store. 
The quintessence of all he road 

Had treasur'd np before. 

IV. 
The lawless herd, with ftiry bHndf 

Have done him cmel wrong ; 
The flow'rs are gone — bat stOl we find 

The honey on his Umgae. 



":. .. (»«) 



THE 



LOVE OP THE WORLD REPROVE 

OR, BTPOCBIST DKTXCTSD.* 



THUS tayt the prophet of the Turk- 
Good munelmani abfltain from pork ; 
There ie a part in every iwine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May taste, whate'er his inclination^ 
Upon pain of excommonication. 
Such Mahomet's mysterious charge, 
And thus he left the point at large. 
Had he the sinful part expressed, 
They might with safety eat the rest ; 
But for one piece they thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarr'd ; 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind« 
Much controrersy straight aroee^ 
These choose the back, the belly thosfr; 
By some *tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head ; 
While others at that doctrine raili. 
And piously preftr the tail. 
Thus conscience freed from ey'ry clog» 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

* It may be proper to inform the reader, that this | 
hat already appeared in print, bavii^ found its way, tb 
with some aonecessary sdditioof by an unknown hand, 
th$ Leeds Jourml, without the author's privity. 



HTPOCRI8T DETECTED. II 

Toa knglH-'tii wtU— TIm U]e «|iylM, 
May maka yon langh on t'othar lida, 
Ranounca tha world — tha praaehar ciiea ; 
Wa do— a multituda rapUaa. 
Whila ona at ianoaant rag^ardi 
A mug and friandly gama at carda ; 
And dna, whatavar you may tay, 
Can wee no aril in a play ; 
Soma loTa a concart or a raoa ; 
And othors shooting, and tha ehaeay 
Ravird and loy'd, renounc'd and foIUiir'd, 
Thua, bit by bit, tha world ia awaUow'd ; 
Each thinks his naighbour mahaa too fiat, 
Yat likas a slica as wall as ha : 
With sophistry thair sanoa thay awaalaD» 
Till quita from tail to aDout *tia aataa. 



an 
THE DEATH OF 

MRS. (now ladt) THROCMOmrOV'S 

BULFINCH. 



TEnympha! ifa*ar your ayaawararad 
With taars o'ar haplass &y*ritaa shad 

O shara Maria's griaf ! 
Har &y*rita, ayan in hia oaga, 
(What will not hungar'a cmal nfft 

Aasassin'd by a tbiaf. 



190 LADT THROCKMORTON'S BULFINCH. 
Where Rhfloos itnyi hia Tiiief amonf , 
The egg was laid from which he wpvmg ; 

Andy thooj^h by nature mote, 
Or only with a whistle blest, 
Well taught he all the sounds express*d 

Offlagelet or flute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole, 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies, 
When, piping winds shall soon arise 

To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, in all the house, 
Dire foe alike of bird and mouse, 

No cat had leave to dwell ; 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
On props of smooth-shaTen wood, 

Large built and lattic'd welL 

Well lattic'd— but the grate, alas ! 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully's plumage sake, 
But smooth with wands from Ouse's side, 
With which, when neatly peal'd and dried. 

The swains their baskets make. 



Night Teil'd the pole ; all seem'd secure , 
When led by instinct, sharp and sure, 

Subsistence to proyide, 
A beast forth sallied on the scout, 
liong-baek'd, long-tail'd, with whisker'd 

Andbadger-cokrar'd hide. 

He, ent'ring at the stodj door 
Itf in^ arte *gan ezpkite ; 
And fomethiiig in tke ^w^nd 



THE ROSE. 191 

Conjeetttr'di mifSng round and round, 
Better than all the hooka he found, 
Food chiefly for the mind. 

Juat then, by adverae &te impreaa'd, 
A dream diaturb'd poor Bully 'a reet; 

In aleep he aeem'd to view 
A rat faat clinging to the cage, 
And acreaming at the aad preaage, 

Awoke and found it true. 

For aided both by ear and acent. 
Right to hia mark the monater went— > 

Ah muae ! forbear to apeak 
Minute theliorrora thatenau'd ; 
Hia teeth were atrong, the cage waa wood*- 

He left poor Bully *a beak. 

O had he made that too hia prey ; 
That beak, whence iaau'd many a lay 

Of Buch mollifluoua tone. 
Might have repaid him well I wote, 
For ailencing bo aweet a throat, 
* Faat stuck within hia own. 

Maria weepa — ^the muaea mourn — 
80 when by Bacchanaliana torn, 

On Thracean Hebrua* aide. 
The tree-enchanter Orpheua fell, 
Hia head alone remained to tell 

The cruel death he died. 



THE ROSE. 

The Roee had been waah'd, juat waah'd in a ahow'r, 

Which Mary to Anna convey'd, 
The plentiful moiature encumbex'd the flnw^ 

.4nd weigh'd down iU \>canX\&A\i»iA. 



m THB DOVES. 

The enp wu all filled, tnd the leavM were iH wel, 

And it wem^d to ft fimoiliil Tiew, 
To weep for the buds it had left with refrel, 

On the floariflhing buah where it grew. 

I hastily seiz'd it, unfit aa it waa 
For a noaegay, ao dripping and drown'd, 

And awinging it rudely, too rudely, aka ! 
I anapp*d it-4t fell to the ground. 

And Buch, I exclaim'd, ia the pitileaa part 

Some act by the delicate mind, 
Regardlen of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow reaign'd. 

Thia elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloom'd with its owner a while ; 

And the tear that ia wip'd with a little addreaa, 
Mmj be follow'd perfaApa by a smile. 



THE DOVES. 

I. 
REAS'NING at ey*ry atep he treads, 

Blan yet miatakea his way, 
While meaner thinga, whom inatinet toads. 

Are rarely kaoWn lo atvay. 

n. • 

One sitont ere I waiider'd lata, 
And heard the ^ote of kvfe : 
TheturthihnMwiinKft\Mtu^y 
And toothed th* liet^nhif dov«' 



TH£DOVt». Ifll 

m. 

tttuallMid of fiuth andtntUi, 
ime ihtll diMiig«fe, 
bletiiiigs of ow etrfy youth 
1 cheer our hitest age : 

IV. 

mnoeence without dugmee, 
constancy lincere, 
ill the circlee of those eyes, 
mine can read them there. 

V. 

ills that wait on all below, 
1 ne'er be felt by me, 
itly felt, and only so, 
eing shar'd with thee. 

VI. 

lightnings flash among the 
ites are hov'ring near, 
est thee alone they seiie, 
know no other fear. 

VII. 

• 

Dn I feel myself a wift, 
pfess thy wedded side, 
'd a union fbrm'd fbr lifii, 
h nerer shall divide. 

VIII. 

! if fickle and unchaste, 
pve a transient thought,) 
iOuld become unkind at hut, 
scorn thy present lot, 

IX. 

d of lightnings from on high, 
ites wfth cruel beak ; 
th* endeanaente of thine eye, 
widow'd heart wo«Id \iMsk 
17 



194 A FABLE. 

X. 

Thus mag te iweet aeqneiter'd birdf 

Soft w the paMODg wind, 
And I i^ecorded what I heard, 

A leaeon for mankind. 



A FABLE. 



A RAVEN, whUe with grloflsy breast 

Her new-laid eggs ahe fondly prev'd, 

And, on her wicker work high mounted, 

Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A &ult philoeophers might blame 

If quite exempted from Uie same,) 

£njoy*d at ease the genial day ; 

Twaa April, as the bumpkins say. 

The legislature call'd it May. 

But suddenly a wind as high 

Aa ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears, 

And fill'd her with a thousand ftars. 

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough, 

And spread her golden hopes below. 

But just at eve the blowing weather, 

And all her fears were hush*d together^ 

And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

Tis over, and the brood b safe ; 

(For ravens, though as birds of omen 

They teach both conjurers and old women, 

To tell us what is to be&U, 

Cba*t prophesy themselves at all 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge 

Who long had mizWd Imx air; Wdfia^ 



A COMPAIUaON. 196 

And deitm'd all the treamm tliirt 
A gift to his expecting fkir, 
Qimb'd like a tqairrel to his dray, 
And bore the worthless prize away. 



MORAL. 



Tis ProTidence alone secures 
In ey'ry change both mine and yonrt : 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightfbl shape ; 
An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate steals along with silent tread, 
Found oft'nest in what least we dread, 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 
But in the sunshine strikes the blow. 



A COMPARISON. 



THE lapse of time and rivers is the same, 
Both q>eed their journey with a restless stream : 
The sUent pace with which they steal away, 
No wealth can bribe, no pray'rs persuade to stay ; 
Alike irreyocable both when past, 
And a wide ocean swallows both al last. 
Though each resemble each in ey'ry patt^ 
A dUPrence strikes at length l\w 



196 THE POET'B NIW TEAR'S GIFT. 

StrMiDi iMTor floir in Tftio ; wbtrt itrtiiBfibond 
How Imnght Um land with Twiotti plenty «rowB*d 
Bat tiflM, that ihoiild enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected leaves a dreary waate behind. • 



ANOTHER. 



/ 



/ 



ADDRSI8BD TO A TOUVO LADV. 

J 

/ SWEET ftream, that winda through yonder glade» 
Apt emblem of a ? irtuona maid- 
Silent and chaate ahe ateala along, ! 
Far from the workb gay buay throng ; 
With gentle, yet prevailing force. 
Intent upon her deatin'd oourae ', 
Graceful and uaeful all ahe doee, 
Bleaaing and bleaa'd where'er ahe 
Pure-boaom'd aa that wat*ry glaaa 
y And Heay*n reflected in her fiice. 






THK 



POETn3 NEW-YEAR'S GIFT- 



TO MES. (now LADT) TSBOOKKOBffOII. 

IIARIA! I haev-ev^py good 

For tbee wished maigr artima, 
Both Nd and in a eheeriri 
JM aaf<ar yai ia ftasnaa. 



ODE TO AFOLLO. 197 

To wish thee fiurer it no BMldi 

More prudent, or more mpn^rit^. 
Or more in^renious, or more fireed 

From temper flaws unsightly. 

What &vour then not yet possess'd 

Can I for thee require. 
In wedded love already blest. 

To thy whole heart's desire ? 

None here is happy but in part : 

Full bliss is bliss divine : 
There dwells some wish in ev*ry heart» 

And doubtless one in thine. 

That wish on some fitir future day. 

Which Fate shaU brighUy gild, 
(Tb blameless, be it what it mayO 

I wish it aU ftOfill'd. 



ODE TO APOLLO. 



On an InkgUus almost dried in the «im. 

PATRON of all those luckless brains, 
That, to the wrong side leaning, 

Indite much metre with much pains, 
And little or no meaning. 

And why, since oceans, rivers, streamsi 

That water all the nations. 
Pay tribute to thy glorious beams, 

in conatMni exhalations -, 



1 



• 



PAUlUfG TIME ANnCIPATKD. 19S. 

Why, fltoopinf fkom Ibt moua cf dqr, 

Too eovetoas of drink, 
ApoUo, hftit thoQ ilol'B awaj 

A poet's drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the Tiewlem tit, 

It floats a Tapour now, 
Impell'd through refione denae and nfa, 

By all the winds that blow. 

Ordain'd, perhapa, era aimunar fliii^ 

Combin'd with millions more, 
To form an Iria in the skies, 

Though black and ibul beibra. 

Illustrious drop ! and happy then 

Beyond the happiest lot. 
Of all that erar pass'd ray pen, 

So soon to be forgot. 

Phcebus, if such be thy design, 

To place it in thy bow, 
Give wit, that what ia 1^ may shine 

With equal grace below. . 



PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 

A FABLE. 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jaqnea Roawm,* 
If birda confidmlate or no ; 



* It was out ef thi wbisiiirBl mmn\Biiom of ihia phBoid 
plMr,dMtall lhUes,wUcbucriberanoB awl mack lott^ 



■wJs, riionkl be wiihMd ft«n chOdraa, as baiBf s^ vahkiM 
€f(hetptiim. Bat wtKfhttdwasaur deisiMUly ' 
ear Aa, iiruDfl the andMca aCkia stasM*^ 






PAOUNO TIME ANTICIPATBD. 1S» 

*Tu dear that they were alwajn able 

To hold discoune — at leaat in ftUe ; 

And e'en the child who knows no better, 

Than to interpret by the letter, 

A Btory of a cock and bull, 

Most hare a most uneonunon ikiill. 

It chanc'd then on a winter's day, 
But warm, and bright, and calm as Blay, 
The birds, conceiTing a design 
To forestall sweet St. Valentine, 
In many an orchard, copse, and grove, 
Assembed on affairs of love, 
And with much twitter and orach chatter, 
Began to agitate the matter. 
At length a Bolfinch, who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the most. 
Entreated, op'ning wide hu beak, 
A moment's liberty to speak ; 
And, silence piiblickly enjoin'd, 
Deliver'd briefly thus his mind : "> 

My friends ! be cautious how ye treat 
The subject upon which we meet ; 
I fear we shall have winter yet. 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no control. 
With golden wing, and satin poll, 
A last year's bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

Methinks the gentleman, quoth sh*^ 
Opposite in the apple tree, 
By his good will would keep us single 
Tin yonder Heav'n and earth shall mingle ; 
Or, (which is likelier to befall,) 
Tin death exterminate us all. 
I marry without more ado. 
My dear Dick Redcap, what say yon ? 

Dick beard, and tweedling, ogling, bridliag, 
Tumiiig short roond, stmtting, and sideUn^^ 



900 PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 

Attested, glad, fan approbation 
Of an immediate conjugation. 
Their sentiments, so well expressed, 
Inflncnc*d mightily the rest, 
All pair'd, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in haste. 
The leaves came on not quite so &8t, 
And destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stem on man's affairsi 
Not altogether smil'd on theirs. 
The wind of late breath'd gently forth, 
Now shifted east, and east by north ; 
Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know, 
Could shelter them from rain or snow. 
Stepping into their nests, they paddled, 
Themselves were chill'd, their eggs were addled 
Soon ev'ry father bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck'd each other. 
Parted without the least regret, 
ESxcept that they had never met ; 
And leam*d, in future, to be wiser 
Than to neglect a good adviser. 

MORAL. 



! the tale that I relate 
This lesson seems to carry — 
Choose not alone a proper matei 
Bat proper time, to marry. 



(»I) 



THE DOG 



AND 



THE WATER-LILY. 



«0 FABLB. 



THE noon was ihadj, and ioft tin 

Swept Oum's silent tidei 
When, acap'd from literary carea, 

I wander'd on hia aide. 

My apaniel, prettieat of lua race, 

And high in pedigree, 
(Two nymphs* adom'd with ev'ry gnoa 

That spaniel found fiur me.) 

Now wantoned lost in flaga and raedst 

Now starting into sight. 
Pursued the swallow o'er the meada 

With scarce a slower flight. 

It waa the time when Ouse displayed 

His lilies newly blown ; 
Their beantiea I intent smrey'd, 

Aad on« I wished my own. 

With cane extended &r I aonght 

To steer it close to land ; 
Bat still the priie, though neai1|y emg ht, 

Eacap'd my eager hand. 

• Sir Aoliart Qmunag'adan^Mwn. 



903 THE POET, OT8TER, Ac. 

Beau mark'd my nnsaceeiifiil pains 

With fiz'd considente face. 
And puzzling set his poppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong, 

Dispersing all his dream, 
I thence withdrew, and foUow'd long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I retum'd ; 

Beau trotting &r before, 
The floating wreath again diacem*d, 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropp'd, 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropped 

The treasure at my feet. 

Chann*d with the sight, the world, I oried, 
. Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man's superiour breed : 

But chief myself I will enjoin, 

Awake at duty's call. 
To show a loTe as prompt as thinSy 

To him who gives me all. 



THE POET, THE OYSTER, 

SENSITIVE PLANT. 

AN Oyiter, oait upon thia shoroi 
Wu Aetrd, though iM^et Vinax^VtlQm^ 



' THB POET, OYSTER, Ac. 909 

CompUining in a fpeech well worded, 
And worthy thus to be recorded — 

Ah, haplew wretch ! condemned to dwell . 
For ever in my native ihell ; 
Ordain'd to move when others please, 
Not for my own content or ease : 
But toBs'd, and buffetted about. 
Now in the water, and now out. 
'Twere better to be borne a stone, 
Of ruder shape and feeling none, 
Than with a tenderness like mine, 
And sensibilities so fine ! 
I envy that unfeeling shrub, 
Fast rooted against ey'ry rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far off, 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 
And with asperity replied. 

When, cry the botanists, and stare. 
Did plants call'd sensitiye grow there ? 
No matter when — a poet's muse is. 
To make them grow just where she chooaes 

Tou shapeless nothing in a dish, 
Tou that are but almost a fish, 
I scorn your coarse insinuation. 
And have most plentifiil occasion. 
To wish myself the rock I view, 
Or such another dolt as you : 
For many a grave and learned clerk, 
A many a gay unletter'd spark. 
With curious touch examines me, 
If I can feel as well as he ; 
And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 
Says— Well, 'tis more than one would think ! 
Thus life is spent, (oh fie upon't !) 
In being touch'd, and crying — ^Don't ! 

A poet in his ev'ning walk, 
O'erheard, and check'd thie idle \a!ik. 



i04 THE 8URUBBERT. 

And your fine teiuw, he Mid, and jcmn, 
Whatever eTil it endurea, 
Deaerrea not, if ao aoon ofiended, 
Much to be pitied or eommended. 
Disputea though ahort, are fkr too long. 
Where both alike are in the wrong ; 
Tour feelinga in their full amount, 
Are all upon your own account. 

Tou, in your grotto work encIoa*d, 
Complain of being thue expoa'd ; 
Tet nothing feel in that rough coat. 
Save when the knife is at your throaty 
Where'er driv'n by wind or tide, 
Exempt from ev*ry ill beaide. 

And aa for you, my Lady Squeamiah, 
Who reckon ev'ry touch a blemiah, 
If all the planta that can be found, 
Embelliahing the scene around. 
Should drop and wither where they groir, 
Tou would not feel at all — not yon. 
The nobleat minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and love : 
Theae, theae are feelinga truly &n», 
And prove their owner half divine. 

His censure reached them aa he detH it^ 
And each by ahrinking ahow*d he feH it 



THE SHRUBBERY. 

WRimil n A TIMS OF AmiOTIOV« 

I. 

OH hippy rii«de»-4o me u^Ueit ! 

Friendly to peaee, but not to me ! 
Hoir iU the ioeiM, that oftn r9tt» 

And hmrt HmX eumcX t9fiK^^^pim\ 



THE WINTER N08E0AY. 905 

II. 
Thii gluty ttretm, that spreading pme 

Tlwae aiders qaiv'ring to the breeie, 
Might sooth a sonil less hurt than mine, 

And please, if any thing could please. 

HI. 
y But fiz'd, unalterable Care 
f Foregoes not what she feels within, / 
Shows the same sadness ey'ry where, / 
\ And dights the season and the soenef 
^ IV. •' 

For all that pleas'd in wood or lawn, 

While peace poss es sed these silent bow'rs, 
Her animating smile withdrawn, 
Has lost its heanties and its pow'rs. 

V. 
The saint or moralist diould tread 

* This moss-grown alley, musing, slow ; 
They seek like me the secret shade, 
But not like me to nourish wo ! 

VI. 
Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste 

Alike admonish not to roam ; 
These tell me of enjoyments past. 

And thoee of sorrows yet to come. 



THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 

I. 
WHAT Nature, alas • has denied 

To the delioate growth of our isle, 
Art has in a measure supplied, 
And winter is deok'd with a ain\\« . 
Vol. I 18 



206 MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 

See, Mary, what beauties I bring 

From the shelter of that soimy ahed. 
Where the flow'rs have the charma of thilfril|^ 
Though abroad they are frozen and dead, 

II. 
'Tifl a bow*r of Arcadian sweets, 
Where Flora is still in her prime, 
* A fortress to which she retreats 

From the cruel assaults of the clime. 
While earth wears a mantle of snow, 

These pinks are as fresh and as gay. 
As the fairest and sweetest, that blow 
On the beautiful bosom of May. 

m. 

See how they have safely surviv'd 

The frowns of a sky so severe ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has liv'd 

Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing rose 

Seem'd grac'd with a livelier hue, 
And the winter of sorrow best shows, 

The truth of a fhend such as you. 



MUTUAL FORBEARANCE 

MKCSSIAav TO THB HAPPIirKSS OF THB UAMMMD 

STATE. 

THE Lady thus addross'd her spouse — 
What a mere dungeon is this house ! 
By no means large enough ; and was it, 
Yet Hum dull room, and ihiX dixV ^Uii«t. 



^ MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. Wf 

Tluwe hangings with their worn out gnceii 
lioQf beards, long noses, and pale fiusea, 
Are such an antiquated scene, 
They overwhelm me with the spleen. 
Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark, 
Makes answer quite beside the mark : 
No doubt, my dear ; I bade him come, 
Engag'd myself to be at home, 
And ihall expect him at the door, 
Precisely when the clock strikes four. 

Tou are so deaf, the lady cried, 
(And raia'd her voice, and frown'd beside,) 
Tou are so sadly deaf, my dear. 
What shall I do to make you hear ? 

Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies ; 
Some people are more nice than wise, 
For one slight trespass all this stir ^ 
What if he did ride whip and spur, 
*Twa8 but a mile — ^your fav'rite horse 
Win never look one hair the worse. 

Well, I protest 'tis past all bearing — 
ChUd ! I am rather hard of hearing — 
Tes, truly— one must scream and bawl 
I tell you, you can't hear at all ! 
Then with a voice exceeding low. 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestick stife. 
That sorest ill of human life, 
A plague so little to be lear'd. 
As to be wantonly incurr'd, 
To gratify a fretful passion. 
On ev'ry trivial provocation ? 
y The kindest and the happiest pair 
I Will find occasion to forbear ; 
) And something ev'ry day they live^ 
\ To pity, and, perhaps, forgive. 

But if infirmities, that fidl 
In common io the lot of al\, 
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A blemish or a tense impair'd, 
Are crimes so little to be spar'd, 
Then farewell all, that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state ; 
Instead of harmony, 'tis jar, 
And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life's latest stafe, 
Proof against sickness and old a^, 
Presery'd by virtue from declension, « 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 
But lives, when that exteriour grace, 
Which first inspir'd the flame, decays. 
'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind. 
To faults compassionate or blind, 
And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils, it would gladly cure : 
But angry, coarse, and harsh ezpreasKMiy 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is none of his. 
Or soon expels him if it is. 



THC 

NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

FORC'D from home and all its pleasoref 

Afric's coast I left forlorn ; 
To increase a stranger's treasures, 

O'er the raging billows borne. 
Men firom England bought and sold me. 

Paid my price in paltry gold ; 
But though aUre tkwy Vi«T« emoQ'd me, 
Mind* are never to\ie«o\^. 
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Still in thought ai free as ever, 

What are England's rights I ask, 
Me from my delights to sever, 

Me to tortorei me to task ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion, 

Cannot forfeit Nature's claim ; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Why did all-cresting Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil — 
Sighs must fan it, tears must water, 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters, iron-hearted, 

Lolling at your jovial boards ; 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your cane affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Is there one, who reigns on high ? 
Has he bid you buy and sell us. 

Speaking from his throne, the sky ? 
Ask him, if your knotted scourges, 

Matches, blood-ejttorting screws. 
Are the means that duty urges 

Agents of his will to use ? 

Hark ! he answers— wild tornadoes. 

Strewing yonder sea with wrecks ; 
Wasting towns, plantations, meadows, 

Are the voice with which he speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 

Afric's sons should undergo, 
Fix'd their tyrants* habitations 

Where his whirlwinds answer — No. 

By our blood in Afric wasted, 

Ere our necks received the chain ; 
By the mis'iies that we tasted, 

Croming in yoar btrka ihe m«ui \ 
J8* 
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By our suiTringa nnoe ye hronght ui 
To the man-degprading mart ; 
All-suBtain'd by patience, taught ua 
Only by a broken heart ; 

Deem oar nation brutes no longer, 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard, and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boastod pow*rs, 
Prove that you have human feelings, 

Ere yon proudly question ours ! 



PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 

Video meliora proboque, 
Deteriora sequor 

I OWN I am shock'd at the purchase of slaves. 

And fear those who buy them and sell them are 

knaves ; 
What I hear of their hardships, their tortuxM» ind 

groans, 
Is almost enough to draw pity from stoaee. 

I pity them greatly — but I must be mum — 
For how could we do without sugar and rum ? 
Especially sugar, so needful we see f 
What, give up our desserts, our cofte, and tea ! 

Besides, if we do, the French, Dutch, and Dame, 
WiU heartily thaak as, no doubt, fiir oar pains : 
If ire do not buy the poororeatoree, thaj will, 
Aad tortnret and groane wiU \m iKo\^YMi^#2ii^. 




PITT FOR AFRICANS. Sli 

If fimwnsn likewiaa woald gire np the tnda, 
If och Bon in behilf of your wUb mif ht ba «id ; 
Bat, irMk Ui«y gU liEhai bjp pnrchaaiiig b Ue ki , 
Pnj tell IDB why ws may not tlw go (owka i 

Tour icraple* tad ugnnuDti bring to injt nunl 
A (tory (0 pat, yoa may think it i* own'd 
On parpoM to iniwer yan oat of my mint : 
Bat I eaa aamug 70a I nw it in print : 

A youngster it fchml, mora ledate thin the mt, 
Had ones his integrity put to the teit ; 
Hie comiades had plotted tn orchard to tab. 
And ask'd liim to go and aaaiit in the job. 

He wai ihocli'd, air, like yon, and anewer'd— " Oh no I 
What ! rob oiu good neighbonr I I pray yoa dant go ', 
Beeidei, the man'i poor, hii onihard'* hia bretd. 
Then thinkof hia children, for Ihey miut be ftd" 

" Ton apeih very fine, and yoa look nry gn*e, 
Bat applee we want, and applei well hxn ; - 
If you will go with tn, yoa ahaJ] have • (hen, 
If not, yoa ahall have neither ipple nor paai." 

rThe; spoke, and Tom pondsr'd — " I na thqr will fo ; 
Poor man I what a pity to injore him n 1 
Poor man I I would aare him hia trwt ifl Ooold 

I Bat staying behind will do him no good. 

."If the matter depended tlone opon me, 
Hia apples might hang till thsy dropp'd from ^b» tiM ; 
, But since they will take them, I think 111 go to, 
' He will loae none by me, though I gat « ftw." - 

His scrnples thus nienc'd, Tom Alt more at ttm. 
And went with his comrade* the i^es to ariM ; 
4Ia hiaa'd and protaatad, but join 'd m the pba i 
> He shar'd in t)w pfander, b« filM tte nua- , 
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THE 

MORNING DREAM. 



'TWAS in the glad season of ipriiig, 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 
I dreamed what I cannot but sing, 

So pleasant it seem'd as I lay. 
I dream 'd, that on ocean afloat, 

Far hence to the westward I sail'd, 
While the billows high lifted the boat, 

•And the fresh-blowing breeze never fidrd. 

In the steerage a woman I saw, 

Such at least ¥ra8 the form that she won. 
Whose beauty impreas'd me with awe, 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
She sat, and a shield at her side 

Shed light like a sun on the waves, 
And smiling divinely, she cried — 

'^ I go to make freemen of slaves.**— 

Then raising her voice to a strain 

The sweetest that ear ever heard. 
She sung of the slave's broken chain, 

Wherever her glory appear'd. 
Some clouds, which had over us hung 

Fled, chas'd by her melody clear. 
And methought while she lU>erty rang, 

Twas liberty only to hear. 

Thus swiftly dividing the flood, 

To a slave-eQltiir'd island we eaaM, 
Where a demon het enttmy «Ukm1— 
Oppremnon his lemVAe TiQm«. 



THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOWWORM. S13 

In hifl hand, as the sign^f hia awaji 
A acoarge hang with laahea he borei 

And atood looking out for hia prey 
From Africa'a aorrowful ahore. 

But loon aa approaching the land. 

That goddesa-like woman he yiew'd, 
The Bcourge he let fall from hia hand, 

With blood of hia aubjecta imbru'd. 
I aaw him both aicken and die, 

And the moment the monster ezpir*d, 
Heard ahouta that ascended the aky, 

From thousands with rapture inspir'd. 

Awaking, how could I but mnae 

At what such a dream ahould betide : 
But aoon my ear caught the glad news. 

Which serv'd my weak thought for a guide — 
That Britannia, renowned o*er the wavea 

For the hatred ahe ever has ahown 
To the blaok-soepter'd rulers of slaves. 

Resolves to have none of her own. 



THE 



NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 

A NIGHTINGALE, that aU day long 
Had cheer'd the village with hia aong, 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Began to feel, aa well he might, 
Hie keen demands of appeUie ; 



214 THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORl 

When looking e^getlj around, 
He spied far off apon the grornid, 
A Bomething shining in the dark. 
And knew the glow-worm by his spark ; 
So stooping down from hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm aware of his intent, 
Harangued him thus right eloquent. 

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he, 
As much as I your minstrelsy, 
Tou would abhor to do me wrong, 
As much as I to spoil your song ; 
For 'twas the self-same pow'r divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine ; 
That yon with musick, I with light, 
Might beautify and cheer the night. 
The songster heard his short oration. 
And warbling out his approbation. 
Released him as my story tells. 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real int'rest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brotber^ 
And worry and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine by sweet consent , 
Till life's poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifls of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name. 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prise 
Of him that creeps, and him that flies. 




(316) 



ON A GOLDFINCH, 



STARVED TO DEATH IV HIS CAGE. 



I. 

TIME was when I was free as air, 
The thistle's downy seed my fare, 

My drink the morning dew ; 
I perch'd at will on ev'ry spray, 
My form genteel, my plumage gay, 

My strains for ever new. 

II. 
Bat gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form genteel, were all in vain. 

And of a transient date ; 
For caught, and cag'd, and stanr'd to death. 
In dying sighs my little breath 

Soon pass'd the wiry grate. 

m. 

Thanks gentle swain, for all my woes, 
And thanks lor this eflbctual close 

And cure of ev'ry ill ! 
More cruelty could none express ; 
And I, if you had shown me less, 

Had been your pris*ner still. 



TBB 

i 

PINE-APPLE AND THE BEE. 



THE pine-appfts in triple row, 
Were baBking hot, and all in blow ; 
A bee of most diaceming taate 
Ferceiv'd the fragrance as he paaa'd, 
On eager wing the spoiler came, 
And searched for crannies in the frame, 
Urg'd his attempt on ev'ry side. 
To ev'ry pane his tmnk applied ; 
But still in vain, the frame was tight, 
And only pervious to the light ; 
Thus having wasted half the day, 
He trimm'd his flight another way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind. 
To joys forbidden man aspires. 
Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 
Folly the spring of his pursuit, 
And disappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthio ogles, as she pMset, 
The nymph between two chariot gltwes, 
She is the pine-apple, and 1m 
The silly unsaooMsful bee. ' 
The maid, who views with ptamre air 
The show-glass fraught with i^'ring wire, 
Sees watcheg, bracelets, rings, and lockstt, 
But sighs at thought oinaptf pooketi ; 
Like thine, her i^»petite is keen, 
But ah the emel glass between. 

Our dear delights are often such, 
£ipof*d to view btsl wA. ^ Vyob^*, 



HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE X. W 

The tight our foolish heart inflames, 
We long for piB»«pplee in fi«mes ; 
With hopeless widi one looks and Hngeft ; 
One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingert; 
But they whom tmtii and wisdom lead| 
Can gaUwr honey ftom a weed. 



HORACE, BOOK II. ODE X. 



I. 

RECEIVE, dear friend, the truths I teaob« 
So shalt thoa live beyond the reach 

Of adverse Fortune's pow'r ; 
Mot always tempt the distant deep, 
Nof always timorous^ creep 

Along the treach'rous shore. 

U. 
H# that holds fittt the golden nwan, 
;' And lives co nt sp t edl y b etwe en 

The little and the great, 
. Feels not the wants that pineh the posir, 
Nor plagues, that haont the rich man^ ibofft 
Imbitt'ring aU his state. 

m. 

The tallest pine feels most the pow*r 

Of wintry blasts ; the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 

The bolts that spare the mountain's side, 

His cloud-capt eminence divide, 

And spread the ruin round. 
Vol. I. 10 



918 A REFLECTION, &e. 

IV. 

The well-infonn'd philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 
If winter bellow from the north. 
Soon the sweet spring comes dancing fi^th, 

And nature laughs again. 

V. 
What if thine Heav'n be overcast. 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The God that strings the silver bow, 
Awakcfs sometimes the muses too. 

And lays his arrows by. 

VI. 
If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display, 

And let thy strength be seen ', 
But oh ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gafoy 

Take half thy canvass in. 

A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING ODl 

AND is this all P Can reason do no more. 
Than bid me shun the deep, and dnad the abtoit9f 
Sweet moralist P afloat on life's rough see, 
The Christian has an art unknown to thee. 
He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 
Where duty bids, he confidently steers, • 

Faces a thousand dangers at her eall. 
And, trusting in his God, eormounts them alL 
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THE LILY AND THE ROSE. 



I. 

THE Nymph muit Umm her female friend, 

If more admir*d than ahe— 
Bat where will fierce contention end, 

If flow'ra can disagree ? 

II. 

Within the garden*! peaceful aeene 

Appeared two lovely foes, 
Aspiring to the rank of qaeen. 

The Lily and the Rose. 

m. 

The Rose soon reddened into rage. 

And swelling with disdahi, 
Appeal'd to many a poet's page. 

To prove her right to reign. 

IV. 
The Lily's height bespc^e command, 

A fair imperial flow'r ; 
She seem'd design*d for Flora's hand, 

The sceptre of her pow'r. 

V. 
This civil biek*ring and debate 

The goddess chanc'd to hear. 
And flew to save, ere yet too late, 

The pride of the parterre ; 

VL 
Tours is, she said, the nobler hue, 

And yonrt the statelier mien : 
And till a third smpanee yon, 
. Xref McA be daem*d a cpieen. 



990 LILIUM ET ROSA. 

vn. 

Thm, Booth'd and reccmcil'd, each ieeloi 

The Purest British Mr, 
The teat of empire is her cheeks, 

They reign united there. 



IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 



I. 

HEU inimicitias quoties pant emok £bnna, 
Quam raro polchrs pulchra plaeere potert ? 

Bed fines ultra solitoa diacordia tendlt. 
Cum flores ipsos bilis et ira movent. 



I 



Hortus ubi dulces prcbet taeitosque recuaani^ 
Se rapit in partes gens animosa duaf ; 

Hie sibi regales Amaryllis Candida caUofi 
niic purpureo Tindicat ore Rosa. 

m. 

Ira Rosam et noritia q;a»aita aiqpezhia. tangmt, 

Multaque ferventi viz cofaibenda dina, 
Dnm sibi fautoram ciet uadique nomina TatuB, 
Jusque auum, multo carmine liiHft, pfoteL 

IV. 
Altior emieat ilia, et celso yertice nntat^ 

Ceu flores inter non hebitnra paffem, 
Fastiditque alios, et nata videtur in usna ; 
Imperii, sceptrum, Flora qnod ipsa ger«L 

V. 
Nee Dea non sensit ciidlia murmura zixie, 
Cui curs est pictaa paadexa mria opsa. 
Helioiasque soaBnunq^iMin n»a¥(«aBDa|ta.tiiMi« 
i' J[>ojn JiGetetlociui«iiiiUtti»Mk«>iAHi^ 



THE POPLAR FIELD. 981 

VL 
Et tibi fonita datnr pfoeerior omnibiM, inqait ; 

Et tibi, princtpibuf qui ■olet ene, color ; 
Et donee vincat qnedmm fonnosior ambu, 
Et tibi regins nomen, «t ecto tibi. 

VII. 
His ubi tedatiiB furor out, petit utraque nympbam, 

Qualem inter Venerea Anglia lola parit ; 
Hanc penea imperium eat, nihil optant amplioa, hajof 

Regnant in nitidia, et sine lite, genia. 



THE POPLAR FIELD. 



THE poplars are fell'd, farewell to the ahade. 
And the whiapering lound of the cool colonnade ; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaTes, 
Nor Quae on \^ bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapa'd since I last took a view 
Of my fav*rite field, and the bank where they grew. 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, 
And the tree ia my seat, that onoe leal me a shade. 

The blackbird haa fled to another retreat, 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat, 
And the scene, where his melody charm'd me befera, 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 



My fugitive years are all hasting away, 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my haa^ 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its aCead. 



Tis a Bight toiof^^e ma, if aajy tiuBg ea&v 
To nose 118 tiM ptriifoc plMii«ra« ^ 
19 • 



8tt IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 

Though hit life be a dreamt his enjojmente, I eee, 
Have a being lew daraUe even than he.* 



IDEM LATINE REDDITUIL 



POPULEiE cecidit gratiflnma copia lilve, 
Conticuere luaurri, omniaque evanuit umbFa. 
NullflB jam levibiiB w miacent frondibua auiv, 
£t nulla in fluvio ramorum ludit imago. 



Hei mihi ! hie aenoe dum luctu torqueor •< 

Hia eogor ailyia tuetoque carere recesau, 

Cum aero rediena ; etratasque in gramine cenieii% 

Inaedi arboributi anb queia onare aolebam. 

Ah ubi nunc roerule cantua ? Felicior ilhim 
Silya tegit, dure nondum permian bipenni ; 
Scilicet ezuatoa collea campoeque patentee 
Odit, et indignana et non reditiinia ahivit. 

Sed qui ancciaaa doleo aoccidar et ipat, 
Et priua huic parillia quam ereverit ahem mtwm 
FleboTy et| ezequiia parvia donatua, habebo 
Defijnim lapidem tomolique cnbantia 



Tain Bubito periiaae videna tam digna maawty 
Agnoaco hmnanaa aortea et triatia &tar— 
Bit licet ipee breria, volucrique aimillimua ombiWy 
Eat hcMnini breTior eitinaqne obitora ▼(rfnptni. 



* Bir Oowpar afterwardi ahwed this latt aiaaM ii tht 
fiDllowiqg aBaaoer : 

The change both i^X heart and BTlbMjeBplQjiy 

I radect OB the frailer of aBaa, aaa his J<^ : 

ShatuSf'dtB wa are. mUcnr etaeMiaa. ^ae aw. 
Arv a flill rimrtfr dMa, en& «e fMVR ^hwa'iM. 



(W) 



VOTUM. 



O BIAlTUTINI rores, aunMine Milubreg, 
O nemora, et Iste hvb felicibtii herbs, 
Oraminei ooUes, et amgnw in Yallibiie ombra ! 
Fata modo dederint quae olim in mre patemo 
Delicias, procul arte procul fbrmidine novi, 
Quam vellem i^otu«| quod mena mea aemper aTebat, 
Ante larem proprium placidam ezpectare aeneclain, 
Tom demom, ezactie non infelioiter annis, 
Sortiri taciturn lapidenii aat sob ceapide condi ! 



CICINDELA. 



BY VINCEHT BOUBNE. 



Sub aepe eziguum est, nee raro in margine rip«, 

Reptile, quod lucet nocte, dieque latet. 
Vermis habet Bpeeiem, sod habet de lomine noman ; 

At priaca a fama non liquet, unde mieet. 
Plerique a Cauda credunt procedere lumen ; 

Nee deannt, credunt qui rutllare caput 
Nam luperaa stollas qus nox accendit, et illi 

Paream cadem Incem dat, moduloque parem. 
Foraitan hoc prudona voluit Natura caveri, 

Ne pede quia duro reptile eontereret. 
Eziguam, in tenebria ne greasum offenderat ulhifl, 

Pretendi yoluit foraitan ilia iacem. 
Sive uaum hunc Natura parens, aeu maloH illnin, 

Haud fruatra accenaa est lux, radiiqna dati. 
Ponite Yoa faatus, homilea nee apemita, mif^ \ 

Quando habet et roiniraum le^We. tt^noiitaeMiX. 



I. THE GLOW-WORM. 

TRANSLATION OF THE FORKOOINO. 



I. 

BENEATH the hedge, or near the ■tream 

A worm w known to etraj, 
That flhowa by night a lucid beam, 

Which dinappcars by day. 

II. 
Dispates have been, and still prevail, 

From whence hie raya proceed ; 
Some give that honour to hia tail, 

And others to his head. 

III. 
But this is sure — the hand of might, 

That kindles up the skies. 
Gives Aim a modicimi of light 

Proportion 'd to his size. 

IV. 
Perhaps indulgent Nature meant, 

By such a lamp bestow'd, 
To bid the trav'ller, as he went, 

Be careful where he trod ; 

V. 
Nor crush a worm, whoee umIuI light 

liGght eerve, however amall, 
So show a stumbling ttona by night, 

And save him from a ftlL 

VI. 
Whata'er ihe meant, thia troth dhrma 

la legible and plain, 
Tiif jiow'r almighty Mda him ahtna. 

Nor hida him abiii0 Vn "nasi. 



CORNICULA. 

vn. 

Te proud and wealthy, let thb theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to you, 

Since inch a reptile has its gem, 
And boasts its splendour too. 



CORNICULA. 



BY TtllCSlIT BOVBIIX. 



I9IGRAS inter stss aris est, qam phraMi time, 

Antiqnas edes, celsaque Fana c^. 
Nil tarn sublime est, quod non audace Tolatu, 

Aeriis spemens inferiora, petit 
Quo nemo ascendat, em non vertigo eerebnmft 

Corripiat, eerte hunc seligit ilia loenm. 
Quo viz a terra tn suspicis absque trenore, 

nia metu ezpers inoohmiisqoe sedet 
fiSmina delubri supra f&uitigia, Tentus 

Qua cceli epiret de regions, docet ; 
Hanc ea pne reliquis mavult,seeuri perieii. 

Nee curat, nedum eogitat, unde cadet. 
Res inde humanus, sed wmma per otia» Bpeotat» 

Et nihil ad sese, quae lidet, esM vidst. 
Concursus spectat, plateaque n^getia in ooai. 

Omnia pro nugis at sapienter habet 
Clamores, quas infra audit, si forsitan audit, 

Pro rebus nihlli negligit, et crocitat. 
lUe tibi inyideal, ielix Comicula, pennas. 

Qui sic humanis rebosw velit 



THEM i..,^, J 
Wtai,buhop-IikBi,fi^ 
7i «ul tuina to i 




AD ORILLUM. MT 

V. 
He MM, that this great ronndaboat, 
The world, with all its motley roat, 

Church, army, phyaok, law. 
Its customa, and ita buiinoMen, 
la no concern at all of hia. 

And says — what Mys he ? — Caw. 

VI. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have aeen 
Mnch of the yanitiM of men ; 

And, rick of having Men 'em, 
Would cheerfully thoM limba reaign 
For fuch a pair of wings as thine, 

And such a head between 'em. 



AD GRILLUM. 



AVACBSOIITICVIf. 



Br TiircxirT Bouxirs. 



O QUImee culins 
Argutulua choraulM, 
£t hospM M canorus, 
Quacunque commoreris 
Felicitatis omen ; 
Jucundiore cantu 
Siquando me salutes, 
£t ipM te rependam, 
Et ipM, qua valebo, 
Remunorabo muia. 



Me AD ORILLUM. 

n. 

DieerM iimoomMiuo 
£t fratus iaquilmiiB ; 
Nee vietiteampmifi 
Ut ■oiioes TonoeBf 
Moiefre eurioiiy 
Fonimqiiie deliMtiim 
Vulgiu doniMtioonun ; 
S«d tntiui in eamini 
' ReceMibiiSy cpiiete 
Contentu* 6t calore. 

ni. 

Befttbr Cieadft, 
Qua to reftrre forma, 
Qu» yoce te videtur ; 
£t saltitans per herbu, 
Unitie, bend a eo u ndg» 
Aitatis est ohorieU ', 
Tu carman intogratum, 
RepoDia ad Deeembremy 
Letuf per nniverfum 
Incontinenter annum. 

IV. 
Te nulla luz relinquit, 
Te nulla nox roTiait, 
Non mo^cn vaisaBtem, 
Curiave non aolutum : 
Quin ampliea canendoi 
Quin ampllaa ftnendOi 
iEtatulanif vel onmii 
Quam noa honranehnMa 
AlaPHminma <jU Br a8do> 
JEtate loDgiorem. 



(») 



III. THE CRICKET. 



TBAFSLATION OT TBS FOBBGOIJIC. 



I. 

LFTTLE innuite, full of mirth, 
Chirping on my kitchen hearth, 
Whereeoe*er be thine abode, 
Always harbinger of good, 
Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a aong more eoft and aweet ', 
In return thoa ihalt receive 
Snch a strain as I can give. 

II. 

Thus thy praise shall be exprees'd, 
InoAmsive, welcome guest ! 
While the rat is on the scoot, 
And the moose with cnrioos snoot, 
With what Termin else infbst 
Ev'ry dish, and wp&d the beet; 
Frisking thus before the fire, 
Thoo hast all thine heart's desire. 

in. 

Though in voice and shape they be 
Form'd as if akin to thee, 
Thou surpassest, happier far, 
Happiest grasshoppers that are : 
' Theirs is bot a summer's song, 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpaired, and shrill and clear. 
Melody thronghout the ^ear. 
a. /. 20 



930 SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE. 

IV. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, 
Pnta a period to thj plaj ; 
Sing then— and extend thy qpan 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man whose years are spent 
In repining discontent, 
Lives not, aged though he be, 
Haifa span compar*d with thee. 



SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE. 

BY VINCENT BOURNE. 

CRIST ATUS, pictisque ad Thaida Psittacus ahs, 

MissoB ab Eoo mmms amante venit. 
Ancillis mandat primam formare loquelam, 

ArchididascaliiB dat sibi Thais opus. 
Psittace, ait Thais, fingitque sonantia molle 

Basia, que docilis molle refingit avis. 
Jam captat, jam dimidiat tyrunculis } et.jam 

Integrat auditos articulatque sonoe. 
Psittace mi pulcher pulchelle, hera dicit ahmmo j 

Psittace mi pulcher, reddit alumnus h«re. 
Jamque canit, ridet, deciesque egrotat in luMra, 

Et yocat ancillas nomine quamque suo. 
Multaque scurratur mendaz, et multa jocatnr, 

Et lepido populum detinet augurio. 
Nunc tremulum iUudet fratrem, qui solicit, etPol 

Carnalis, quisquis te docet, inquit, homo est ; 
Argute nunc stridet anus argutulus instar ; 

Respicit, et nebulo es, quisquis es, inquit anus. 
Quando fuit melior tyro, meliorve magistra I 

Quando duo ingeniis tam eoiere pares ! 
ArdusL dJscenti nuUa e&l,T«a nn!!^ dsMenti 
Ardua. ; cum doceat fioBnuiA, ^mr«X vr». 



(Ml) 



IV. THE PARROT. 

TRANSLATION OF TBS FORXOOIirO. 



I. 

IN painted plumes superbly dressed, 
A natiTO of the gorgeous east, 

Bj many a billow toss'd ; 
Poll gains at length the British shore. 
Part of the captain's precious storei 

A present to his toast. 

n. 

Belinda's maids are soon preferred 
To teach him now and then a word. 

As Poll can master it ; 
But 'tis her own important charge, 
To qualify him more at large, 

And make him quite a wit. 

m. 

Sweet Poll ! his doating mistreM cries, 
Sweet Poll ! the mimick bird repUea ; 

And calls aloud for sack. 
She next instructs him in the kiss ; 
'Tis now a little one, like Miss, 

And now a hearty smack. 

IV. 
At first he aims at what he hears ; 
And list'ning close with both his ears, 

Just catehes at the sound ; 
But soon articulates aloud, 
Much to the amusement of the crowd, 

And stuns the neighbour! rotoid. 



99S TRANSLATION, &«. 

V. 

A qaeruloiis old woman's voico 
Hii hum'roiu talent next employs, 

He scolclsy and gives the lie. 
And now he sings, and now is sick, 
Here, 8allj, Snsan, come, come quick, 

Poor Poll is like to die ! 

VI. 
Belinda and her bird ! tisrare 
To meet with such a weU-match*d pair, 

The language and the tone, 
Each character in er'ry part 
Sostain'd with so mach grace and ait, 

And both in unison. 

VU. 
When children first begin to qiell. 
And stammer out a syllable. 

We think them tedious creatures ; 
But difficulties soon abate, 
When birds are to be teughtto pnte. 

And women are the teachers. 



TRANSLATION 

OF 

PRIOR'S CHLOE AND EUPHEUA. 



I. 
MERCATOR, Tigiles ocukM al Man poMit, 

Nomine sub ficto trans naxe mittit opM ; 
Lene eopat l i gBi d mnq iie maia E up hel ia choidli^ 

ehd Mkm •xof^wX U,in«ia ^t^Aa^Odm. 



HISTORY OF JOHN OH^PIN. 833 
H. 

Ad qiecuhim omabat mtidoa Enphelia crinw, 
Cam dixit mea lux, henB, canoi tame lynun. 

Namqae lyram juxU pontam cam carmine vidit 
Soave quidem carmen dulciaonamqoe lyram. 

m. 

FiU lyriB vocemque paro, sospiria rargant, 
£t miflcent numeris murmara mmta meia. 

Dnmque tus memoro laudes, Eaphelia, forme, 
Tota anima interea pendet ab ore Chloes. 

IV. 
Sobrubet ilia podore, et contrahit altera frontem, 

Me torquet mea mena conacia, paallo, tremo ', 
Atqoe Cupidinea, dixit Dea cincta corona, 

Heu ! fiillendi artem quam didicere panun. 



THE DIVERTING HISTORY 

OF 

JOHN GILPIN ; 



Skewing how he went further than he 
came erfe home again. 



JOHN GILPIN waa a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A trainband captain eke waa he 
Of famooB London town. 



John Gilpin*8 apouae aaid to her dear, 
Thoaf h wedded we have been 

Theae twice ten tedious yeart, yni w« 
>o holy-day have seen. 
90* 



9H HISTORY OF JOHN OILPUf. 

To-morrow is our weddmg-day, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the bell at Edmonton, 

AU in a chaiae and pair. 



My sister, and my sister's child. 
Myself, and children three, 

Will fill the chaise ; so yon most ride 
On horseback after we. 

He soon replied, I do admire 

Of womankind but one, 
And you are she, my dearest dear, 

Therefore it shall be done. 

I am a linen-dr^»er bold, 
As all the world doth know. 

And my good friend the calender 
Will lend his horse to go. 



Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, that's well 

And for that wine is dear. 
We wiU be fumish*d with our own, 

Which is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin kias*d his loTing wife ; 

O'erjoy'd was he to find, 
That though on pleasure she was bent, 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was b rcDgh l , 

But yet was not allow*d 
To drive up to the door, lest aU 

Should say that she was proud. 



So three doors off the chaise was itay'd, 

Where they did an get in -, 
1^ preeioas soab, and an agog 

To dash through lVne\ vn^ \Voai. 



HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIH. S35 

Smack went the wlupy round went the wlieele, 

Were never folk lo ghd ; 
The stonee did rattle imdemeath, 

As if Cheapside were mad. 



John Gilpin at hb horae's 

Seiz'd fast the flowing mane, 
And up he got, in haste to ride, 

Bat soon came down again ; 

For saddle-tree scarce reach*d had be, 

His journey to begin, 
When taming round his head, he saw 

Three costomers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss <tf time 
Although it griev'd him sore, 

Yet loss of penee, full well he knew. 
Would trouble him mueh more. 

*Twas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind, 
When Betty screaming came down stain, 

" The wine is left behind !" 

Good lack ! quoth li»— yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise, 
In which I bear my trusty sword, 

When I do exercise. 

Now mistress Gilpin, (careibl soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that ahe lov'd, 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear. 
Through which the belt he drew, 

And hung a bottle on each side, 
To make his balance trwe. 



HI8T0RT OP JOHN GILPIN. 

Then over oil, that he might be 

Equipped from top to toe. 
His long red cloak, well bnuh'd and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 

Now aee him momted once again 

Upon his nimble steed, 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones, 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well shod feet, 
The snorting beast began to trot, 

Which gaird him in his seat. 

So fair and sofUy, John he cried, 

But John ho cried in vain, 
That trot became a gallop soon, '' 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He grasp'd the mane with both his hands, 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before, 
What thing upon his beck had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or naught ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt when he set out. 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did bkiw, the eloak did fly. 

Like strasuMr long and gay, 
Tin, loop and batten friUng both, 

At lutt it flew away. 



I 



HI0TORT OF JOHN QILPQI. 

Then might til people well dieeem 

The bottlee he hid eliiiig ; 
A bottle iwingiof at each sUie, 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children eemm'd, 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And eT*ry soul cried out, well dooe ! 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gi^iin— who but he ? 

His &me soon spread around. 
He carries weight ! he ridee a itee ! 

'Tis for a thousand pound ! 

And still, as fiwt as he drew near, 

'Twas wonderful to Tiew, 
How in a trice the tnni|uke men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now as he went bowing down 

His reeking head iuU low, 
The bottles twain behind hie back 

Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 

Most piteous to be seen. 
Which made his horse's flanks to matokm 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seem'd to carry weighty • 

With leathern girdle brae'd ; 
For all might see the bottle-necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thna all through merry Islington 
These merry gamboki he did play. 

Until he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so-gay ; 



936 HISTORY OF JOHN QU^IN. 

And there he threw the wash about 

On both Bides of the way, 
Just like unto a trundUng mq>, 
.Or a wild gooee at play. 

At Edmooton his kmng wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wond'ring much 

To see how he did ride. 



Stop, stop, John Gil^n— Here's the 
They all at once did cry ; 

The dinner waits, and we are tir'd ; 
Said Gilpin— So am I ! 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclined to tarry there ; 
For why f — his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew, 
Shot by an archer strong ; 

So did he fly — ^whieh brings me to 
The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin out of breath, 
And sore agidnst his will, 

Till at his friend the calender's 
Hia horse at last stood still. 



The calender, amaa'd to see 

His neighbour in such trim. 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 

And thus aocoated him : 

What news .' what news f your tidii^ tell ; 

Tell me you must and shall— 
Say why bareheaded yoo are oome, 

Or why you come at all ? 



iHSTORT OF JOHN GILPIN. 2» 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loT'd a timely joke ; 
And thna onto the calender 

In merry guise he apoke: 

1 came becaoee your horse would come ; 

And, if I well forbode. 
My hat and wig will soon be here. 

They are upon the road. 

The calender right ghui to find 

His friend in merry pin, 
Retum'd him not a single word, 

But to the house went in : 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig 

A wig that flow'd behind, 
A hat not mnch the worse for wear. 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in his turn 

Thus show'd his ready wit, 
My head is twice as big as yours, 

Thoy therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away 

That hangs upon your fiice ; 
And stop and eat, fi)r well you may 

Be in a hungry case. 

Said John, it is my wedding day, 

And all the world would stare. 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

I am in haste to dine ; 
Twas for your pleasure you came here, 

You shall go back for mine. 



MO HI8T0RT OF JOHN GILFIH . 

Ah, locUew qM6oh, lad booUoM boMt ^ 
For which he paid fitll detr ; 

For, while he epeke, a hrmjing •■• 
Did ting most knA and clear. 

Whereat hia horae did anort, aa ha 

Had heard a lion roar, 
Andgallop'd off with aU hia mifht, 

Aa he h^ done befiire. 

Away went CHlpini and away 
Went Gilpin's hat and wig ; 

He lost them aooner than at firat, 
For why — they were too big. 

New miatreaa Gilpin, when ahe aaw 

Her hudMmd posting down 
Into the country ftr away, 

She poU'd out half a crown ; 

And thus unto the youth ahe said, 
That drove them to the Bell^ 

This ahall be yonia, when yon brinf back 
My husband saft and well. 

The youth did ride, and aoon did meet, 

John coming baok amain : 
Whom in a trice he tried to atop, 

By catching at his rein ; 



But not performing what he meant, 
And gladly would have dona, 

The frighted ateed he frighted more, 
And made him fiwter run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went poetboy at hie heels, 
The postboy'e horse right glad to miss 

The lamb*ring of ^ wVsUu. 



HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. 

Six gentlflmen upon the road, 

Thus leeiiig Gilpin fly. 
With poetboy scamp'ring in the rear, 

They raia'd the hue and cry :— 

Stop thief! atop thief! —a highwayman \ 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each that paaa'd that way 

Did join in the puranit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men thinking as before, 

That Gilpin rode a raco« 

And so he did, and won it too, 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopp'd till where he did get up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long live the king. 

And Gilfun k>ng live he ; 
And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to aee ! 

^OL. I. 
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AN EPISTLE 

TO 

AN AFFLICTED PROTESTANT LADY 

lir FKANCK. 



Madam, 

A STRANGER'S purpoM in these lajs 
If to congratulate, and not to praise. 
To giro the creature the Creator *Ib duo 
Were sin in me, and an offence to you. 
From man to man, or e'en to woman paid, 
Praise is the medium of a knavish trade, 
A coin by Craft for Folly's use design'd. 
Spurious, and only current with the blind. 

The path of sorrow, and that path akme, 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No tray'ller ever reach'd that blest abode. 
Who found not thorns and briers in the road. 
The World may dance along the flowYy plain, 
Cheer'd as they go by many a sprightly strain. 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread, 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread ; 
Admonish'd, scorn the caution and the friend. 
Bent all on pleasure, heedless of its end. 
But he, who knew what human hearts would prove, 
How alow to learn the dictates of his love, 
Thai, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 
.4 life of ease would make lV\emYv«.t^«t fAT^W^ 



AN EPISTLE TO A LAOT. M3 

In pity to the souls his grace design'd 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 
Call'd for a cloud to darken all their years. 
And said, " Go, spend them in the vale of tears." 
O balmy gales of soul-reviTing air ! 
O salutary streams that murmur there ! 
These flowing from the fount of grace above, 
Those breath 'd from lips of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 
Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 
An envious world will interpose its frown. 
To mar delights superiour to its own : 
And many a pang, ezperienc'd still within^ 
Remind them of their hated inmate, sin ; 
But ills of ev'ry shade and ev'ry name. 
Transform 'd to blessings, miss their cruel aim; 
And ev*ry moment's calm, that soothes the breait, 
Is giv'n in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste ! 
No shepherds' tents within thy view i^pear, 
But the chief Shepherd even there is near ; 
Thy tender sorrows, and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine, 
And ev'ry drop bespeaks a Saviour thine^ 
80 once in Gideon's fleece the dews were foundy 
And drought on all the drooping beibi arouiid. 



TO THE 

REV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN. 



I. 

UNWIN, I should but Ul repay 

The kindness of a friend, 
Whose worth deserves as warm a lay, 

As ever friendship penn'd, 
Thy name omitted in a page, 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

II. 

A union formed, as mine with thee, 

Not rashly, nor in Bpori, 
May be as fervent in degree, 

Aiid fidthfiil in its sort. 
And may as rich in comfort prove, 
As that of true firatemal love. 

m. 

The bud inserted in the rind. 

The bud of peach or rose, 
Adorns, though diflfring in its kind, 

The stock whereoi it grows, 
With flow'r as sweet, or fruit as fidr, 
As if produc'd by Nature there. 

IV. 
Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste. 
And place it in this first essay, 

Lest this should prove the last. 
Tif iHwre it should be— in a plan, 
7!bat holds in view lh« c^kA o^ tdmw. 



TO THE REV. W. C. UNWW. 

V. 

The poet't lyro, to fix his fame, 

Should be the poet't heart ; 
Affection lights a brighter flame 

Than ever blaz'd by art. 
No mueet on these linos attend, 
I nnk the poet in the friend. 
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